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CHRIST'S KIRK ON THE GREEN, 
IN THREE CANT0OS *. 


Kon ſider it warili, rid afiner than enit ; 
il at mn Mink i poetri not ton is. 
G. DOUGLASS 


CANTO 1. 


As ne'er in Scotland heard or ſeen 
Sic dancing and deray ; 
Nowther at Falkland + on the green, 
Nor Peebles at the play ts 
= 


® This dition of the fin canto is taken from an old man- 
ſeript collection of Scots poems written above 200 years age, 
where it is found that James, the firft of that name, ling of Stots, 
was the author; thought to be torote wobite that brave and tearn- 
ed prince was unfortunately kept priſoner in England by Hen 
VI. about the year 141%, Aabonden it bis tranfiation ＋ E 
Botce's biftory, gives this chavatier of bin: He vas weld 
Lornit to_fecht with the ſaverd, to tuft, to turnay, te worſyl, to fyng 
and dance, was an engert medicinar , richt crafty in playing baith 
of lute and bar, and ſindry ethir inflrumentis of muſik — He was 
expert in gramer, oratry and poetry, and maid ſac forward and 
ſententious verſit, qnperit Teil be wwas ane natural and borne 
fotte,” Lil. 16. Ca. 16. ä 

+ Falkland.] Jn the re Fife, ꝛubora our lig for ſome 
time bad ibeir r 

4 Peebles at the play.] Fiu, 60s of our royal bee 
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As was of wooers, as I ween, 
At Chriſt's Kirk * on a day: 
There came out kitties waſhen clean, 
In new kirtles of Bray 
| ou gay that day. 
To dance theſe dameſels them dight , 
Thir laſſes light of laits t, 
Their gloves were of the raffel right, 
Their ſhoon were of the ftraits, 
Their kirtles were of Lincome light ||, 
Well preſt with mony plaits, 
They were e them nicht, 
ueel'd like ony gaits 
* Fou loud that day: 


Of all theſe maidens mild as mead, 
Was nane ſae jimp as Gilly, 
As ony roſe her rude was red, 
Her lire was like the lily: 
Fou yellow yellow was her head, 
But ſhe of ove was filly; 
Tho? a' her kin had ſworn her dead, 
She wa'd have but ſweet Willy 
| Alane that day. 
She ſcorned Jack, and ſcraped at him, 
And murgeon'd him $ with mocks; 


roughs, where the gentlemen of the ſhire frequently meet for the 
diver ſion of borſt racer and the like. 

* Chriſt's Kirk.] The place where our wedding beld is ei- 
ther at Lefly (the church there bearing that name), or a place 
fo named, a little diflant from Windſor, where our ting was int 
the time of bis confinement. | i 

+ Them dight.] Made themſelves ready. 

2 of laits.] Light or wanton in their manners. 

* |} Lincome light.] Stuff made at Lincoln. 

$ Murgeon'd him] Fidicul'd bim, by @ ludicrous man- 

mer of aping bis gate or ations. | 1 
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He wad have loo'd, ſhe wad nae let him, 
For a' his yellow locks. 
He cheriſh'd her, ſhe bad gae chat him *, 
Counted him not twa clocks + ; 
Sac ſhamefully his ſhort gown ſet him, 
His legs were like twa rocks | 
Or rungs that day. 


Tam Lutter was their minſtrel meet |}, 

Good Lord! how he eou'd lance, 
He play'd fac ſhill, and ſang ſae ſweet, : 

hile Touſie took à trance: 

Auld Lightfoot there he did forleet, 

And counterfeited Franee 5: 
He us'd himſelf as man diſcreet, 

And up the morice dance 

He took that day. 


Then Steen came ſteppand in with ftends, 
Nae rink might him arreſt q: 
Plaitfoot did bob with mony bends, 
For Mauſe he made requeſt; 
A 3 


* Gae chat him.] Se bid bim go bang bimſelf+ 
+ Twa clocks,] PReekoned bim not worth a couple of 

Hes. 

j Twa rocks,] To dia. This deſcription of Gilly's 
love to N illy, and ber deſpiſing Fack, notwoithftanding bis e- 
tion to her, is dra tun with an admirable comic delicacy... | 

| Miaſtrcl meet.] A muſician fit for them, 

$ Auld Lightfoot there he did foricet, and counter» 
feited France.] He forget to play the good old Scots tunes 
like Auld Lightfoot, and imitated the French, like our modern 
minſtrels, that dare play nought but Ttaliano's, for fear they ſpoi- 
their fillles, . 

JNie rink might him arreſt.] The ſwiſteft courſe 
could nat flop him, 
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He lap till he lay on his lends, 1 


But riſand was ſae preſt, 
While that he hoſtit at baith ends, 
Por honour of the feaſt, 
And danc'd that day. 


Syne Robin Roy began to revel, 

And Dawny to him rugged; . - 
Let be, quoth Jack, and ca'd him jevel, 

And by the tail him tugged: 
The kenſie cleekit to a cavel, 

But, Lord, as they twa lugged; 

ey parted manly on a nevel: 
Men ſay that hair was rugged 
Between them twa. 


Ane bent a bow, fic ſturt did ſteer him, 
Great ſkaith was't to.have ſcar'd him ; 
He cheſit a flane * as did affear him, 
The other ſaid dirdum dardum t: 
Thro? baith the cheeks he thought to ſheer him; 
Or thro? the arſe have char'd him ; 
B' ane akerbraid it came nae neer him, 
I canna tell what marr*dhim, 
5, Sac wide that day. 


With that a friend of his cry'd, Fy, 
And up an arrow drew, 

He forged it ſae furiouſly, 
The bow in flinders flew : 

Sae was the will of God, trow I; 
For had the tree been true, 

Men ſaid, who kend his archery, 
That he had ſlain anew, 

Belyve that day. 


He cheſitſa flane.] He chrſe an arrow. | 

+ Dirdum tdardum.] A /ipbiing manher bf ſprabing. 
When one mb tes a boaſt of ſeme action which we think but 
meanly of, we readily ſay, © A dirdum of that.” 


rorus. 7 


— . — 
A yap young man that ſtood him nieſt, 
d 


00s” a ſhot with ire, 
He etled the baun in at the breaſt, » 
The bolt flew o'er the bire +: 
Ane cry'd, Fy, he has ſlain a prieſt, 
A mile beyond a mire; 
Then bow and bag frac him he kieſt, 
And fled as fierce as fire | 
Frae flint that day. 


Ane haſty henſure, called Harry, 
Wha was ane archer hynd, 
Fit up a tackle} withoutten tarry, 
That torment ſae him tynd ||. 
I watna whether's hand cou'd vary, 
Or the man was his friend ; 
For he eſcap'd thro* mights of Mary, 
As ane that nae ill mean'd, ; 
? But good that day. 


Then Laurie like a lion lap, 
And ſoon a flane can fedder$, 
He hecht to pierce him at the pap, 
Thereon to wed a wedder J: 
He hit him on the wame a wap, 4 


It built like ony bladder: 


He etled the bairn.] He deſigned bis arrow of the 
las”s breaſt, 
+ The bolt flew o'er the bire.] He expreſſer bis miſſing 
Vim, by a metapber of a tbunder- bolt flying ver the bire or cow» 
Bouſe, | | 
t Hynd fit up a tackle, & Immediately made ready bis 
Hosting tackle, 
| That torment ſae him tynd.] His vexation made 
bim angry. 
$ A flane can ſedder,) Feathered an arrow. 
4 Wed a wedder,} He wogered a wedler be would 
Pierce bim at the pops F 
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But ſae his fortune was and hap, 
His doublet made of leather 
Sav'd him that day. 


The buff ſay boiſteroufly abaift him, 
He to the earth duſht down: 
The tither man for dead theve left him, 
And fled out of the town, 
The wives came furth, and up they reft him, 
| And fand life in the lown 4 
Then with three routs on's arſe they raĩs d him, 
And cur'd hun out of ſawn 
| Frae hand that day. 
| 


j With forks and flails they lent great flaps, 
f | And flang together like frige 
| With bougers of barns they beft blew caps, 
While they of bairns made brigs. 
| The rierd raiſe rudely with the raps, | Th 
| Whan rungs were laid on riggs; | 
| The wives came furth wi” cries and claps, H 
| See where my liking liggs + | | K 
Fu low this day ! | 


They girned, and let girdwith grains, 


ö Ilx goſſip other griev'd ; = T 
| Some ſtrake with ſtings, ſome gather'd lanes, ; 
Some fled and ill miſchiev'd. | 
The minſtrel wan within twa wains }, 
That day he wiſely priev'd ; 
For he came hame wi' unbruis'd banes, „ 
Where fighters were miſchiev'd 8 1 
Tau ill tliat day. L fo 
e 
* Bougers.] Naher: 4 
t My liking ligys.} My ferert-beort lies on the ground. 
t Wan within twa watns.} Got betreten fros wains or b 


waggongy 2nd bid binſelf. 
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—— — | — 
Heich Hutchon wi' a hiſil rice, 

To red can thro” them rummil ; 
He maw'd them down like ony mice, 

He was nae baity bummil *: 
Tho” he was wight, he was nae wiſe, 

Wi' ſic jangleurs to jummil : 
For frac his thumb they dang a ſlice, 

While he cry'd, Barlafumil+, 

I'm ſlain this day. 

Whan that he ſaw his blood fo red, 

To flee might nae man let him; 
He ween'd it had been for auld feed, 
He thought and bade have at him; 
He gart his feet defend his head, 

e far fairer it ſet him, 

While he was paſt out o all plead, 

He ſoud be [ETD that gat him, 
Thro? ſpeed that day. 


The town ſouter in grief was bowdenf, 
His wife hang at his waiſt, 

His body was wi' blood a* browdenS, 
He grain'd like ony ghaiſt ; + 

Her glittering hair that was ſae gowden, 
Sae hard in love him lac'd, 

That for her ſake he was not yowden ||, 
While he a mile was chac'd, 

And mair that day. 


* Baity bummil.] O. petty fumbler; an aftionlsſe fei- 
bow. 
T Barlafumil.] Czy's, barley, or, 4 parlefummil, ' 
fallen, 

t In grief was bowden.] Was furniſted *vith abundance 
ef grief. One who bas enough of any thing, we ſay, He is well 

in. | 

$ Blood a' browden:] At beſmear'd with bleed, But 
browden more commonly means forward or fond. | 


Not yowden.] Net tired. 


£ 


1 


— a 


— 

- 2v” ac wat _— 

e 
_— 


HUEY 


P 0 TRE wo 


10 POEMS, 


——_— 


The miller was of manly make, 
To meet him was nae mows ; 
Their durſt nae tenſome there him take, 
Sac noyted he their pows: | 
The buſhment heal about him brake, 
And bicker'd him wi” bows; 
Syne trait'rouſly behind his back, 
They hew'd him on the hows 
Behind that day. 


Ta that were headſmen o the herd, 
On ither ran like rams, 
They follow' d, ſeeming right unfear d, 
Beat on wi” barrow-trams: 
But where their gabs they were ungear'd, 
They gat upon the gams ; 
While bloody barken d were their beards, 
As they had worried lambs, 
Maiſt Hke that day. 


The wives keiſt up a hideous 
When a' theſe yonkers yoked : 
As fierce as flags of fire-flaughts fell, 
Frieks+ to the fields they flocked: 
The carles wi clubs did ot quell | 
On breaſts, while blood aut bocked} ; 
Sac rudely rang the common bell, 
That à the ſieeple 
| For dread that day. 


By this Tam Taylor was in's pears 
Whan that he heard the bell, 

He ſaid he ſhould make a* afteer, 
Whan he came there himſell; 


They hew'd bim on the hows.] Threw him un. hin 
hack by. friking him on. his lan i. ©» Heng. 

+ Frieks.] Tang felows. 

Out bocked. ] Guſb'd eu. 
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He gaed to fight in fic a fear 

4 ile to the ground he fell; 
A wife that hat him on the ear, 
= Wra great knocking-mell, 


When they had bierd like baited bulls, 
And brain- wood“ brynt in bails; 

They were as meek as ony mules, 

| That mangit are wi' mails ; 

For faintneſs thae forfoughten fools 

Pell down like flaughter'd fails} : 

Freſh men came in, and hal'd the dools , 

And dang them down in dails$, 

Bedeen that day. 


Whan a' was done, Dick wi' an aix 
Came forth to fell a fiddir F: 
noth he, Where are yon hangit ſmaiks, 
That wad have flain my brither ? 


| And fac did Meg his mither ; 

He turn'd and gave them baith their paiks, 

= For he durſt ding nae ither, | 
But them that day. 


And brain-wood.] Being diſtracted, or broin-fick. 
| + Mangit are wi' mails.] Hecaried and gall'd with thein 
eading. 
t Flaughter'd fails.] Turf that the country people flea for 
covering their houſes. | 
| Hal'd the dools.] See Lucky Spence, line 40. 
$ Down in dails, bedecs.] Ia heaps, a great deal of them : 
bedeen, ſpeedily. 


_7 Came forth to ſell a fiddiry] Cut down a fiddir or lead 
| an. bin uod. | 


His wife bade him gae hame Gib Glaicks, % 
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CHRIST'S KIRK ON THE GREEN, 
* CANTO II. 
UT there had been mair blood and ſkaith, 


Sair hardſhip and great ſpulie, . 1 
And mony a ane had gotten his death 
By this unſonſie we & V 
But that the bauld good-wife o? Braith, 
Arm'd wi' a great kail gully, T 
Came bellyflaught , and loot an aith, 
She'd gar them a' be hooly 
| Fou faſt that day. T 
Blyth to win aff ſae wi? hale banes, 
ho* mony had clow'r'd pows ; h G 
And dragFd face mang muck and ſtanes, 
They book d like wirrykows: Be 
Quoth ſome, who *maiſt had tint their aynds, 
, , 6 C] 
t's ſee how a' bowls rows ||: | 
® The hing baving painted the ruſtic ſquabble with an uncom- 
gon ſpirit, in a moſt ludicrous manner, in a flanza of werſe Sy 
the moſt difficult to beep the ſenſe complete, as be bas done, wwith- ® 
out being forced to bring in words for crambo a ſake, where they Sc 
| return ſo frequently. Ambitious to imitate /o great an original, 
17 Put a flop to the war, called a congreſs, and made them n 2 T 
1 eace, that the world might baus their picture in the more agrece | 
| able hours of drinking, dancing, and ſinging. The following | V 
0 gantos were wvrote, one in 1715, the otber in 1718 about 300 
| | | gears after the firſl. Let no worthy poet deſpair of immortality ; | 
1 good ſenſe will be always the ſame in ſpite of the revolution of | 
; evords . : y con 
h + Came bellyfaught.} Came in great haſte, as it were .. 
7 fiying full upon them with ber arms ſpread, as a falcon «with | 
expanded wings comes ſouſing upon her prey. = 42n: 
i + Be hooly ſou ſaſt.] Deſiſt immediately. 25 
4 Let's ſee how @ bowls rows.) A borwling-green phraſe, Wh bt 
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$, 


hb an wnioms © 


za of werſe 
done, wwith- 
where they 
an original, 


them /ign a $ Then for a hap to ſhaw their brands, 


more agreee 
e follozwing Þ 
about 300 
mortality: 

4 ) 
evolution of | 


as it der: 
falcon with | 
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— quat this brulziement at ances, 
Yon gully is nae mows, 


Forſooth this day. 

Quoth Hutchon “, I am wiel content, 

I think we may do war: 4 1 
Till this time towmond Pfe indent Pre, py 

Our claiths o' ditt will ſr: © ; 
Wi' neyels I'm amaiſt fawn faint, 

My chafts are dung a char; 
Then took his bonnet to the bent, 

And daddit aff the glar, 

Fou clean that day, 

Tam Taylor, wha in time o' battle 

Lay as gin ſome had fell'd him, 
Gat up now wi” an unco' rattle, 

As nane thexe durſt a quell'd him: 
Bauld Beſs flew till him i' a brattle, 

And ſpite o“ his teeth held him 

loſs by the èraig, and wi' her fatal 
EKnife ſhored ſhe yould geld him, 

| . or peace that day. 

Syne a' wi” ae conſent ſhook hands, 

As they ſtood in arg; © 
Some red thei hair, ſome ſet their bands, 

Some did their ſark-tails wring ; f 


They did their minſtrel bring, 
Where clever houghs like willi wands, 

At ilka blythſome ſpring, RR 

+ A Ki that day. 

Vol. II. | * 
commonly uſ:4 zolen people would examine apy afuir that's 4 
Ritile ravell d. ; dr ra | f 

* Qunoth Hutchon.)] Fide Canto I. page 9. He's brave, 
and the firft man for an honourable peace: | F 

+ Tam Taylor.] Vide Ganto I. page 10. He's a cott ed, 
bf wyou!d appear valignt when be {nd;*the reft In Prace, © 
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. Claud Peky was nae yery blate, = Th 
— He ſtood nae lang a-dreigh ; | / 
For by the wame he gripped Kate, A 

And gar'd her gi'e a {kreigh : 
Had aff, quoth ſhe, ye filthy late, Ga 
Ye ſtink o' leeks, O figh ! \ 

Let gae my hands, I ſay, be quait ; | 
And wow gin ſhe was ſkejg ; 
<> de And man that day. ö | 
Now ſettl'd goſſies ſit, and kten = Th 
Did for freſh bickers birle *; = 0 
While the young ſwankjes on the green 1 An 
Took round a merry tirle : g [ 
Meg Wallet, wi” her pinky een, But 
art Lawrie's heart- ſtrings dirle = 4 

And fouk wad threep, that the did green | 1 

For what wad gar her ſkirje 


And ſkreigh ſome day. 


The manly miller, haff and haff , 
Came out to ſhaw good will, 
Flang by his mittens and his ſtaff, 
Cry'd, Gi'e me Paty's Mill; 
He lap bawk ant t, and cry'd, Had 
They roos'd him that had ſkill ; 
He wad do't better, quoth a cawff, 
Had he another Ty | 
Of uſquebæ. 


Furth ſtarted neiſt a penſy blade, 
And out a maiden took, 


Did for freſh bickers birle.] Contributed for freſs bot» | 


fs ; 

+ Haff and haff.] Half fuddled. "2 

t He lap bawk-hight.] So bigh gs bis bead ton firike tht 
N or joining of the coupler. 


They ſaid that he was Falkland bred *, 
And danced by the book; | 


| A * taylor to his trade, 


And whan their hands he ſhook, 
Ga'e them what he got frae his dad, 
Videlicet, the yuke, 
To claw that day, 


I Whan a' cry'd out he did ſae wiel, 


He Meg and Befs did call up; 
The laſſes bab d about the reel, 
Gar'd a' their hurdies wallop, 
And ſwat like pownies whan they ſpec! 1 
Up braes, or whan they gallop, 3 0 
But a thrawn knublock hyt — heel, YN 
And wives had him t haul up, 6 3 
Haff fel'd that day. , 


But mony a pauky look and tale | 
A Gaed round whan glowming hous'd them To | 
The oftler wife brought henn good ale, J 
And bade the lafits rouze tem: 
Vp wi' them lads, and F'ſe be bail | 
XZ They'll loo ye an' ye touze them; | | 
*ZQuoth Gawfſſie, this will gever fail FO I 
Wi' them that this gate wooes them, 
4 | On ſic a day. 
Byne ſtools and furms were drawn aſide, 
And up raiſe Willy Dadle, 
FA ſhort hought man, but fou o pride, 
5 He ſaid the fiddler pla d ill; 
Let's ha'e the pipes, quoth-he, beſide; 
Quoth a, 'Thatis * ul ; 

© 

* Falkland bred.] Being a jearneyman to the king's thy» 
tor, and bad feeir court danting. 

+ Glowming hous'd them.] Twilight brought ibm into 
th; bouſe, | | | 


— 


— — u— 


= — — . : a — 
- REES << wa ITY 4 - . - — ” a 
=. = — 
_ n — — _ 
| _ 
- KG 4 — - — - 


—— ́— — —  - - - 


if 
. 
? 
| 
| 


Ile fits the floor ſyne wi” the bride 
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To Cuttymun“ and Treeladle, 
Thick, thick, that day. 
fn the mean time in came the laird, 
And by ſome right did claim 
To kiſs and dance wi' Mavſte Aird, 
- A dink and dortie dame: | 
But O poor Mauſe was aff her guard, 
For back gate frae her wame, 
Becking ſhe loot a fearfu? raird, 
That gart her think great ſhame,. 
And bluſh that day: 


Auld Steen led oyt Maggy Forſyth, 

He was her ain good brither ; 
And ilka ane was unco' blyth, 
Io fee auld fouk ſae clever. 
Quoth Jock, wi' laughing like to rive, 
What think ye o my mither ? 
Were my dad dead, let me ne'er thrivs 

But ſhe wad get anithet 

| Goodman this day: 


Tam Lutter had a muckle diſh, 
And hetwiſhr ika tune, 
He laid his lugs in't like a fiſh, 
And fuckt til} it Was done: 
His bags were liquor'd to his wiſh; 
His face was like a moon+: 
But he cou'd get nae place to piſh 
In, but his ain twa ſhoon, v7, 
For thrang that day. 


* Cuttymun, Kc.) A tune that goes very quick; 


+ His face was like a moon. ] Roun?, full, and ſhining: ; 
When" one is flaring full of drink, be's ſaid to bave a fac: lite a 4 


Full moon. 


1 


— Uhue letter gae o' haly rhyme *, 

Sat up at the boord-head, 

d a' he ſaid was thought @ crime 

To contradict indeed: 

For in clark lear he was right prime, 

And cou'd baith write and read f, 

\nd drank ſae firm till neꝰer a ſtyme 
He cou'd keek on a bead. 


Or book. that day, 


an he was ſtrute, twa ſturdy chiels, 
Be's oxter and he's coller, 
Aeld up frae cowping o' the ereels 
The liquid logic ſcholar. 
1 an he came ag his. wife did reel, 
And rampage in her choler, 
Vi” that he brake the ſpinning wheel, 
That coſt a goed rix· dollar 
And mair, ſome fay, 
ear bed-time now ilk weary wight 
Was gaunting for his reſt; 
Hor ſome were like to tine their fight, 
Wi' deep and drinking ſtreſt. 
Put ithers that were ſtomach- tight, 
= Cry'd out, It was nae beſt 
No leave a {upper that was dight, 
To brownicg 9, or a ghbaiſt, 
9 To eat or day, 
5 3 
® The letter-gae o' haly rbyme.] The reader or church 
recentor, wwbo lets Co, 30 gives ont tbe tune to be ſung by the 
H the congregation, & 
+ Baith write and read.] 4 rarity in thoſe days, 


ry, which was the religion then in faſhions 

|| Frac cowping o the greels.) From turning topſy turvy, 
$ To brownmes,] Many tobi e flories are Landed do tu 
us by eld qyomen of theſe lrownigs ; they ill way they rare a 


| Keek og a bead.] Pray after the Roman Catholic man- 
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„ Bind of good drudging iin, who appeared in fbape of ro: 
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On whomelt tubs lay twa lang dails, 
On them ſtood mony a goan, 

Some fill'd wi” brachan, ſome wi” kail; 
And milk het frae the loan. | 

Of daintiths they had routh and wale, 

, Of whith they were right fon; 


WY drunken Donald Pon 


The ſmith that day: 
Twa times aught bannocks in a heap; 
And twa good junts of beef, 
Wi' hind and fore ſpaul bf a ſheep, 
Drew whitles frae uk ſheath : _ 
Wi' gravie a' their beards did dreep, 
They kempit with their-teeth ; _ 
A kebbuck ſyne that maiſt cou'd creep 
Its lane pat on the ſheaf *, 
| In] ſtous that day. 
The bride was now laid in her bed, 
Her left leg ho was flung t; 
And Geordie Gib was fidgen glad; 
Becaule it hit Jean Gun: | 
She was his jo, and aft had ſaid, *. 1 
Fy, Geordie, had your tongue, = 


men, aud babe lain ſamiliarly by ihe fire all night, thre/o:8 
in the barn, brought a midwife ut a time, and done many e 
bind offices - But none of em bave been feen in Scotland fince t 
Refer mution, as uiid the wife Fobn Brown. + 
* A kebhuck ſyne that *maiſt cou'd creep its lane 
pat © the ſheaſl.] A eber/: full of cra'wling mites crown 
ih ah Ce ion beg x WOO. a. 4 | 4 
1 Her left leg ho was flung] | The practice of throwwinn | 
e bi gr oom or the bride's flocking toben they are going to be 
7 well Lnown ; ihe ferſen on whon it ligbts is to be next mar 
7c of the cohifany. : 
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. POEMS. —_ 
e's ne*er get me to be your bride : 
But chang'd her mind whan bung, 
| That very day. 


Tehee “, quoth Touſie, when ſhe faw 
The cathel coming benn ; 
It pyping het gaed round them a? ; 
he bride ſhe made a fen, 
To fit in wylicoat ſae braw, 
6 Upon her nether en; 
Her lad like ony cock did craw, 
That meets a tlockin hen +, | 
And blyth were they. 


The ſouter, miller; ſmith, and Dick, 
Laurie and Hutchon bauld, 
Carles that keep nae very ſtrict 
Be hours, tho? they were auld: 
Nor cou'd they e' er leave aff that trick; 
But whare good ale was fald, | 
They drank a* night, een tho' Auld Nick 
Shou'd tempt ther wives to ſcald 
Them for't nieſt day. 
Was ne'er in Scotland heard or ſeen 
Sic banqueting and drinkin, 
vic ravelling and battles keen, 
Sic dancing, and fic jinkin, 
And unco wark, that fell at e'en, 
When laſſes were haff winkin, 
They loſt their feet and baith their een 
And maidenheads gaed linkin 
Aff a' that day. 


* Teh ee] An interjettion of laughter. 
+ Clockin hen.) A batching ben. 
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CHRIST'S KIRK ON THE GREEN, 


*-CANTO ur. 


ml 5 


rr 


4 


— 


o frae eaſt nook oꝰ Fife+ the dawn 
Speel'd weſtlines up the lift, 
Carles who heard the 4 had craw'n, 
Begoud to rax and rift: 
And greedy wives 8 irning thrawn, 


— — 
. — r 


in *. Laſſes ift; 
11 s barked, a the lads frac hand 
| g'd to their breeks like drift, 
Be break of day, 


But ſome wha had been ſou yeſlreen, 
Sic as the letter - gae, 
Air up had nae will to be ſeen, 


Grudgin their groat to pay . 


® Curious to know hong my bridal ful would look next «| Nor 
after ihe marriage, 1 attempied this thind canto qubich oftens | W 
with a deſcription of the morning ; then the friends come to pre- 
zut their gifts to the neu married couple; a view i taken of ona ® 
girl ( Kirſs } who had come fairly off, and of Maſe who had 7 
fumbled with the laird; next a new ſcene of drinking is repreſent» . 
ed, and the young good-man is creel'd; then the character of 
the ſmitb's ill-natured fbrexw is drewn, which leads in the d- 
ſeription of riding the 7 ng ; next Maggy Murdy bas an exam» 1 
flary character of a good wiſe wife; deep drinking and route, : 


quarrels make en end of un eld tale, 


Ad 
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— 
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+ Eaſt nvok o' File,] Where day muſt break upon my | #, 

* company ; if, as I Fave obſerved, the ſeene i is at J. efly church. | 77 
Their groat to pay.] Payment of the arunken groet 16 ! . 
very peremptorily demanded by the common peoprte next morning ; 4 4 
| 


but if they frankly confeſs the det due, *, they @:8 paſſed for - | 
Pence. 5 


ay 
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oh next day 
which Offend 
come te pre- 
taken of ond 
fe who had 
is repreſent» 
baratter of 
is the da- 


an cram- 


nd bloodleſs | 


E upon my 


church. 


en groat is 
f morning ; 4 
d for jug» 


ponts. 21 
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t what aft friſted's no forgeen, 
WV han fouk has nought to ſay; _ 
t ſweer were they to rake their een wy 


3 Bic dizzy heads had they, 


And het that day. 


that time it was fair foor days t, 
Ns fou's the houſe cou'd pant, 

d ſee the young fouk ere they raiſe, 
Goſſips came in ding dang, 
Ad wi a ſoſs ahoon the claiths f, 
k ane their gifts down flang: | 
all toop-horn-ſpoons down Maggy lays; 
Baith muckle mow'dand lang, 
For kale or whey. 


er aunt a pair of tangs fuſh in, 
Right bauld ſhe ſpake and ſpruce, 
Gin your goodman ſhall make a din; 
And gabble like a gooſe, 

orin whan fou to ſeetp e'r ſkin, 
hir tangs may be o' uſe: 

y them enlang his pow or ſhing 

== W ba wins ſyne may make rooſe, | 
4 Between you twa.” 


lid Beffic in her red coat braw, 
Came wi' her ain oe Nanny, | 
= odd like wife; they ſaid that ſaw; 
A moupin runkled granny: 

e ficy'd the kimmers ane and a', 
Word gaed ſhe was nae kanny ||; 


* 
y 

£ 
1 


z 
* 
, 


Rake their een] Rub open their eyes. 

7 Fair foct days.] Broud day- light. . 

t Aboon the claiths.] They commonly throw the gifts of 
rſebold furniture above the bed-cloaths where the young folks 
Hing. | 

| Word gaed ſhe was nac kanny:] I was reported ot 


at a witch, 
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Nor wad they let Lucky awa', orb 
Till ſhe was fou wi' branny, lea 


Like mony mae. 
Steen freſh and faſtin mang the reft 
Came in to get his morning, | 
Speer'd gin the bride had tane the teft *, 
And how ſhe loo'd her corning ; 
She leugh as ſhe had fun a neſt, 
Said, Let a be ye'r ſcorning. 
_ Roger, Fegs Pve done my beft, 
Io ge'er a charge o' horning f, 
As wels I may. 
Kind Kirſh was there, à kanty laſs, 
Black ey'd, black hair'd, and bonny ; 
Right wh red up and pmp the was, 
And wooers had fu mony : 
I wat nae how it came to paſs, 
She cutled in wi' Jonnie, 
And tumbling wi” him on the grafs, 
Dang a' her cockernonnß ß 


A jee that day. ws 
But Mauſe begrutten was and Meer'd, Ane 
Look'd thowleſs, dowf, ane flerpy ; tl 


Auld Maggy kend the wyt, and ſneer d 
Caw'd her a poor daft ecpy * | 

« It's a wiſe wife that kens her weird, 
What tho? ye mount the creepy tʒ 

There a good leſſen may be lear d, 
And what the war will ye be 


Had tane the teſt.} IA not mean an cath of that nan 
we all bave heard of. | 

+ Charge o' horning,] La writ charging to make pay} 
ment, declaring the debtor a rebel, N. B. J. may be teft in tbe 
book bole if the doors be ſbut. 

t Mount ihe creepy.] The feel of repentances 


Clean out that day. 
creel | bout fou o' muckle ſtanes 
1 hey clinked on his back, 
of that nan Coolt a legen girth.] Like + tab that beſts one of its 
7-7 boops. 
to make pay- Fill young Roger fou.} Ti a cuſtom for the friends to 
be left in thy W-2vour, the next day after the wedding, io make the new-mar- 
man as drunk as poſſible. | 
6 


FORMS, 
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3 
learn'd this frac my mammy, 
ad cooſt a legen girth myſell *, 
Lang or I married Tammie: 
I& warrand ye have a“ heard tell, 
O' bonny Andrew Lammy, 

t My in loqve wi' me he fell, 

s ſoon as e er he ſaw me: 

7 That was a day.“ 


t drink, freſh butter'd caiks and cheeſe, 
"hat held their hearts aboon, 
i claſhes, mingled aft w?' lies, 
rave aff the hale forenoon : 
it after dinner, an'“ ye pleaſe, 
To weary not o'er ſoon, 
e down to e' ening edge wi” eaſe 
Shall loup, and ſee what's done 
P the doup o day. 


pw what the friends wad fain been at, 
hey that were right true blue : 

as een to get their wyſons wat, 

And fill young Roger fou +: 

the bauld billy togk his maut, 
nd was right ſtiff to bow; 

Ws :airly ga'e them tit for tat, 

And ſcour'd aff healths anew, 


4 
x 
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r 


A creel, &c.] For merrizteat, e creo or baſted is bound, 


r bairns can read they firſt maun ſpell, 
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To try the pith 6's rigg and reins, 
They gart him cadge his pack. 
Now as a ſign he had tane pains, 
His young wife was nae flack, 
To rin and eaſe his ſhoulder-banes, 
And ſneg'd the raips fu? ſnack, 
Wi' her knife that day. 


Syne the blyth cares, tooth and nail, 
Fell keenly to the wark ; 2 

To eaſe the gantrees o the ale, 
And try who was maiſt ſtark; 

Till boord and floor, and a“ did ſail, 
Wi' ſpilt ale i' the dark; 


Gart Jock's fit flide, he, like a fail, 


Play d dad, and dan g the bark 
Afﬀ's ſhins that day, 


The outer *, miller, ſmith and Dick, 
Et cetꝰ ra, cloſs ſat cockin, N 

Till waiſted was baith caſh and tick, 
Sac ill they were to ſlocken: 


Gane out to piſh in gutters thick, 


Some fell, and ſome gade rockin, 
Sawny hang ſneering on his flick, 
To fee bauld Hutchon bockin 


Rainbows that day, 9 


The ſmith's wife her black deary ſought, 
And fand him ſkin and birn 4; 


Full of flones, upon bis back; and if he has afied a many pa 


bis young wife with all imaginable ſpeed cuts the cordi, and! 
ligvts bim ſFom the burden; if ſbe does not he is rallied for 
Fumbler. 

The ſouter, &c.)] Vid Canto II. line 177. 


1 Skin and birn.] The mart; of a ſbeep ; the burn en 


noſe, and the tar on the ſkin: 1. e. She nas ſure it was (i 


pia all tbe "marks of ber drunken bulvand «bgut Mh, 


1% 
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e bann'd and ga'e a girn, 

a'd her a jade, and ſaid ſhe mucht 
Gae hame and ſcum her kirn: 
Whiſht ladren, for gin ye ſay ought 
Mair, I'ſe wind ye a pirn “, 

s 1 To reel ſome day.“ 


Ye'll wind a pirn!! ye filly ſnool, 
Wae worth ye'r drunken ſaul,“ 
Noth ſhe, and lap out o'er a ſtool, 
And claught him by the ſpaul: 
e ſhook her, and ſware „ Muckle dool, 
« Ye's thole for this, ye ſcaul; 
e rive frae aff ye'r hips the hool, 
And learn ye to be baul 

On fic a day.“ 


Ye'r tippanizing, ſcant o? grace, 
Quoth ſhe, gars me gang duddy 
ur nibour Pate fin break of day's 
Been thumping at his ſtuddy. 
n' it be true that ſome fouk ſays, 
Yell girn yet in a woody; 5 

Niere wi” her nails ſhe rave his face, 

Made a' his black baird bloody 
7 c Wi' ſcarts that day. 


gilpy that had ſeen the faught, 
1 wat he was nac lang, 
a manly pip!) he had gather'd ſeven or avght 
cordi, and i Vid hempies ſtout and ſtrang; 
; rallied for Mey frac a barn a kaber raught, 
Ane mounted wi' a bang, 


” Vol. II. C 


7 * 
the burn en 
e it vas bi 


* 27 to contrive ſune malicious thing ta ver you, 


duoth ſhe “ This day's wark's be dear bought; 


* Wind ye a pirn.] Ia threatening exprefion, when one 
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Betwifht twa's . and fat ſtraught 
Upon” t, and rade the ſtan ; 
On her that day. 


The wives and gytlings a*-ſpawn'd out 
O' er middings, and o'er — 
Wi' mony an unco ſkirl and ſhout, 
Like bumbees frae their bykes; 
Thro? thick and thin they — d about, 
Plaſhing thro? dubs and ſykes, 
And ſic a reird ran thro? the rout, 
Gart a' the hale town tykes 
Yamph loud that day. 


But d'ye ſee fu? better bred 
Was mensfou Maggy Murdy, 
She her man like a lammy led 
Hame, wi” a wiel wail'd wordy. 
Faſt frac the company he fled, N 
As he had tane the ſturdy +; 
She fleech'd him fairly to his bed, 
Wi' ca'ing him her burdy, 
Kindly that uw 


But MME took out his nap 
Upon a mow o peaſe ; - 

And Robin ſpew” din's ain wife's lap ; 
He ſaid it ga e him eaſe: 

Hutchon wi' a three-Jugged cap, 
His head bizzen wi' bees, 


* Rade the ow on her.] The riding of the flang on 
roman that hath beat ber hiſtand, is, as 1 bave deſcribed it, 
one's riding upon a fling, or a long piece of wood, carried by tu 
others ofe their ſhoulders, where, like à berald, Le proclaims il 
woman's name, and the manner of ber unnatural! action. | 

7 Tane the ſturdy.] A diſeaſe among focep that mal: 
1bem 24. and run of from the reſt of the berd. 
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Wit Geordy a miſluſhios rap, ; 
And — the brig o's neeſe 
4 Right fair that day. 
3 yne ilka thing gaed arſe o'er head, 
Z Chanlers, boord, ſtools, and, ſtowps, * 
les thro' the houſe wr muckle ſpeed, 
And there was little hopes, 
Maut there had been ſome ill-done deed, 
hey gat fic thrawart coupe |; 


But a' the ſkaith that chanc indeed, 
Wi' faws that day. 


Was only on their dowps, 
1 ae whiles they toolied, whiles they drank, 
Till a' their ſenſe was ſmoor'd ; 
Nad in their maws there was nae mank, 
= Upon the furms ſome ſnor'd: 

St hers frac aff the bunkers ſank, 
» WW VWr een like collops ſcor'd; | 
ome ramm'd their noddles wi' a clank, 
E'en like a thick ſcull'd lord, 

On poſts that day. 


The young good-man to bed did clim, 

His dear the door did lock in: 

= down beyont him, and the rim 
| er wane he clapt his dock on. 
he fand her lad was not in trim, 
= And be this ſame good token, 
That ilka member, lth and lim, 
Was ſouple like a doken, 


| Bout him that day“. 
the flang on r * 
teſcribed it, | : | IRA 
arried by tu Notwithflanding all this my public:ſpirited pains, Tam well 


ured there are a few beavy heads, who will bring down the thick 
their cheeks to the fades of their mouths, and ricbly flupid, al- 
edge there's Some things in it have a meanings. Well, I own 
and think it bandſomer in a few lines to ſay Jametbing, 


proclaims it 
ion, | 
ep that mal: 
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On the Marquis of ANNANDALE'S conveying me a preſent 
of Guineas in . my Sunn, after be had taken all tel 


Snuff. 
T* Chief requir d my ſmiſhing mill, 
And well it was beſtow'd ; 
'The patron, by the rareſt kill, 
Turn'd all the ſnuff to-gowd. 


* Gowd ſtampt with royal Anna's face, 
Piece after piece came forth : 

The pictures ſmil'd, giꝰen with ſuch graces. 
By ane of ſo much worth. 


than talh a great deal and mean nothing. Pray, is there 7 

thing vilious or wnbecoming in ſaying, ** Men's liths and limb 4 
are ſouple when intoxicatedP"* Does 1 not ſhow, that exceſſivl 
drinking enervates and unhinges a man's confiitution, and mak put 


X 


Lin incapable of per forming divine or natural duties, There i The 
the moral, Ang believe me, I could raiſe many uſeful notul r 5 
An 


From every character, which the ingenious will preſently full 


out, 


“ Great wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 
And riſe to faults true critici dare not mend; 
From wulgar bounds with brave diſorder pert, 
And ſnatch a grace beyoud the reach of art. 
POPE, 


5 or 
Thus have I purſued theſe comical charactert, baving gentle. fc 


men's bealth and pleaſure, and the good manners of the wulgar i 5: 
view : The main deſign of comedy being to repreſent the follies ani re 
miſtakes of low life in à juft light, making them appear as rid nd 
culous as they really are, that each who is a ſpectator may eviii n li 
bis being the object of laughter. Any body that bas a mind to lol om 
eur upon it may uſe their freedom. 'ha 
« Net laugh, beaſts, fiſhes, fowls, nor reptile can: ind 
That's a peculiar happineſt of man : I ha 
When govern'd with a prudent chearful grace, Ofe 
is one of te firſt beauties of the face." 'Tha 
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* me 4 preſent 
taken all ib 


Jure thus the patronizing Roman 


Made Horace fpread the wing ; 
hus Dorſet, by kind deeds uncomman, 


Rais'd Prior up to ling. 


hat there are patrons yet for me, 
Here's a convincing proot, 
nce Annandale gives gowd as free 


As I can part with ſnuff. 

1 — 2 — 

i 

A ADVICE TO MR. 
ON HIS MARRIAGE, 


4 a 
4 


It there 0 ; | | 
Ls ond lin A r joy to you and your Amelie, _ 
ö May ne'er your purſe nor vigour fail ye; 


— 


that exceſſivl . 
1, and mak Nut have a care how you employ * 
1. There i hem baith; and tutor well your joy. : 
; uſeful not rac me, an auld dab, tak” advice, | 
preſently fund hane them baith it ye be wiſe; AY 
or warld's waſters, like poor cripples, b 

A 


ook blunt wi” poverty and ripples : 
There's an auld ſaw to ilk ane g, 
Fetter to ſave at braird than bottom; 
"hich means, your purſe and perſon uſe : 
s canny poets do their male ; = 
or whip and ſpurring never prove 
T-Qual, or in verſe or love. 

Sac far, my friend, in merry ſtrain, \ 
ve given à douſe advice and plain, p | 
And honeftly diſcharg'd my conſcience 
n lines (tho” hamely ) far frae nonſenle. 
zome other chiel may daftly ſing, 

hat kens but little of the thing, 

ind blaw ye up wi” windy fancies, 
That he has thigit frac romances, 

Of endlefs raptures, conſtant glee, 


That never was, nor ne*er will be: 
G3 


' 7 nd) X 


aving gentle- 1 
the vulgar i 
be follies ani 
pear as rid. 
tor may evild 
a mind to lu 


les can: 
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Alake! poor mortals are not gods, 
And therefore often fall at odds ; 
But little quarrels now and then, 
Are nae great faults *tween wife and man: 
Theſe help right aften to improve 
His underſtanding, and her love: 
Your rib and you, bout hours of drinking, | 
May chance to differ in your thinking ; | 2 
But that's juſt like a ſnower in May, 5 
That gars the ſun-blink ſeem mair gay. 
If eber ſhe tak” the pet, or fret, 
Be calm, and yet maintain your ſtate; 
And ſmiling, ca* her little folic, 
Syne wi' a i evite a toolie. 

his method's ever thought the braver, 
Than either cuffs, or cliſu- ma- claver; 
It ſhaws a ſpirit low and common, 
That wi' ill- nature treats a woman: 
They're of a make ſae nice and fair, 
They muſt be manag'd wi' ſome care; 
Reſpect them, they'll be kind and civil, 
But diſregarded, prove the devil. 


. 
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| THE LURE : 
| A TALE, 


T ſan juſt o'er the hills was peeping, 
The hynds ariſing, gentry ſleeping, 

The dogs were barking, cocks were crawing, 

Night- drinking fots counting their la win; 

Clean were the roads, and clear the day, 

When forth a falconer took his way, 

Nane wr him but his ſhe knight-errant, 

That acts in air the bloody tyrant ; ' 

While wi” quick wing, fierce beek and claws, 

She breaks divine and human laws: 
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[cer pleas'd, but wr the hearts and livers 
f peartricks, teals, mvir-powts, and plivers ; 
Her is ſhe much eſteem'd and dandl'd, 
lean lodg'd, wiel fed, and ſaftly handl'd. 
eaſon for this need be nae wonder, 
ler paraſites ſhare in the plunder, 
hus ſneaking rooks about a court, 
hat make oppreſſion but their ſport, 
ill praiſe a paughty bloody king, 
nd hire mean hackney poets to ſing 
lis glories ; while the de'il be licket 
e e' er attempt but what he ſticket. 
So, Sir, as I was gawn to ſay, 
his falconer had tane his way 
Yer Calder-muir; and gawn the moſs up, 
le there forgather'd wi a goſſip : 
ut wha was't, trow ye, but the de'il, 
That had diſguis'd himfeil ſae wiel 
Wn human ſhape, fac ſnug and wylie, 
Jude took him for a burhe-bathe : 
lis cloven cloots were hid wi' ſhoon, 
\ bonnet coor'd his horns aboon : 
(or ſpat he fire, or brimſtone rifted, 
Nor awſome glowr'd ; but cawmly lifted 
lis een and voice, and thus began: 
Good morning t'ye, honeſt man, 
cre early out: ho far gae ye 
I his gate ?—['m blyth of company 
Vhat fowl is that, may ane demand, 
hat ſtands ſae trigly on your hand?“ 
* Wow, man!” quoth Juden, © where won ye? 
The like was never ſpeer'd at me! 
Man, *tis a hawk, and een as good 
As ever flew, or wore a hood. 
Friend, Pm a flranger, quoth auld Symmie, 
I hope ye'll no be angry wi' me; | 
The ignorant maun ay be ſpeering 
Queſtions, till they come to a clearing. 
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Then tell me mair—what do ye wi't ? 
Is't good to ſing ? or good to eat = 
For neither, anſwer d fimple Juden; 
© But helps to bring my lord his food in: 
When fowls ſtart up that I wad ha'e, 
Straight frae my hand I let her gae: 
Her hood tane aff, ſhe is not langſome 
In taking captives, which I ranſom 
Wi' a dow's wing, or chicken's leg 
4 Trowth,”” quoth the de'il, “ that's nice! I beg 
Ye'll be ſae kind, as let me ſee 
How this ſame bird of your's can flee.” 
« T” oblige ye, friend, i winna ſtand,'—— 
Syne loos'd the falcon frac his hand. 
Unhooded, up ſhe ſprang wi' birr, 


While baith ſtood ſtaring after her. i 
« But how d'ye get her back? ſaid Nick. Fes 
For that, quoth Jude, I have a trick: * 
Ve ſee this Lure—it ſhall command . 7 
Her upon fight down to my hand.” 751 
Syne kirk d it thrice, wi' whieu· whieu- whieu = 
And ſtraight upon't the falcon flew. | 44 
&« As I'm a ſinner !”? cries the de'il, 27 
J like this paſtime wonder weel : 6 
And ſince ye've been ſae kindly tree, * 
To let her at my bidding fle, * 


Pl entertain ye in my gate.“ . 
Mean time it was the will of fate, 77 
A hooded friar (ane of that clan 


Ye have deſcriv'd by father Gawin “, o 
In Maſter-keys) came up; good ſaul! 7] 
Him Satan cleek'd up by the ſpaul, | h: 
Vhip'd aff his hood, and without mair, - 
 Ga'ehima toſs up in the air. 5 


Tie Rev. Anthony Gawin, formerly a Spaniſh Romany 
Catholic pri:ft, now an Trifþ Proteſtant miniſter, 050 hath} 
lalely worate three volumes on the tricks and tuboredoms of tht 


friecfte and nuns ; which beel be names A after-hkeys to Voperg- 


lieu 


hanjſh Romany 


er, 100 bat 


redoms of the 


ys.to Lopery» 


ch flew the ſon of faint Lovola, 
hile Rartled Juden gave a hola! 
mbaz'd wi' wonder, till he ſtood, 
he ferly had *meiſt curdled his blood, 
ſee a monk mount like a fa'con, 
eegan to doubt if he was wakin : 
rice did he rub his een to clear, 
d having maſter'd part o's fear, 
lis preſence be about us a! 
» Cries, © the like I never ſaw : 
e, ſee! he like a lavrock tow'rs— 
U reek the ſtarns in twa 'r three hours ! 
t poſſible to bring him back? 
For that,“ quoth Nick, “I have a knack: 
o train my birds I want na Lures: 
n manage them as ye do your's : 
nd there's ane coming hie gate, hither, 
hall ſoon bring down the haly brither,” 
This was a freſh young landart laſs, 
i' cheeks like cherries, een like glaſs ; 
ew coats ſhe wore, and they were Kilted, 
nd / John come hiſt me now ſhe lilted, 
s ſhe ſkift o'er the benty knows, 
Fawn to the bught to milk the ews ; 
er in his hand flee Belzie hint up, 
s eith as ye wad do a pint- ſtoup, 
verted, wav'd her round his head; 
hicu—whieu—he whiſtled, and wi” ſpeed 
down, quick as ſhooting ſtarns, the prieſt 
ame ſouſe upon the lafh's breaſt. 
The moral of this tale ſhews plainly, 
hat carnal minds attempt but vainly 


boon this laigher warld to mount, 
While flaves to Satan. 


— —_— tl WW, 
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AN ANACREONTIC ON LOVE. 


HEN a' the warld had clos'd their een, 
Fatigu'd wi' labour, care, and din, 
And quietly ilka * wight | 
Enjoy d the ſilence of the night: 
Then Cupid, that ill-deedy gett, 
Wi' a' his pith rapt at my yett. 
Surpriz d, thro' ſleep, I cry'd, Wha's that?“ 
Ir he, © A poor young wean a' wat; 
Oh! haſte ye apen—fear nae ſkaith, 
Elſe ſoon this ſtorm will be my death.“ 
WY” his complaint my foul grew wae, 
For as he ſaid I thought it ſae: 
J took a light, and faſt did rin 
To let the chittering infant in: 
And he appear'd to be nae kow, 
For a' his quiver, wings, and bow. 
His bairnly ſmiles and looks gave joy, 
He ſeem' d ſae innocent a boy: 
I led him benn but any pingle, 
And beekt him brawly at my 'ingle : 
Dighted his face, his handies thow'd, 
Til his young cheeks, like roſes, glow'd. 
But ſoon as he grew warm and fain, 
« Let's try,” quoth he, „ if that the rain 
Has wrang'd ought of my ſporting gear, 
And if my bow firing's hale and fier.” 
Wi' that his arch'ry graith he put 
In order, and made me his butt; 
Mov'd back a piece, —his bow he drew, 
Faſt thro* my breaſt his arrow flew. 
That done, as if he'd found a neſt, 
He leugh, and wi' unſonſy jeſt, 
Cry'd, « Nibour, I'm right blyth in mind, 
That in good tift my bow I find: 
Did not my arrow flie right ſmart ? 
Je Il find it ſticking in your heart.“ 


cnc: 
Ev. 
giv 


In 


he 
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"miſſioners of the Cuſtoms. 


AN EPIGRAM, 


ar good are glad, when merit meets reward; 
And thus they ſhare the pleaſure of another, 
nie little minds, who only felf regard, 

= Will ficken at the ſucceſs of a brother. 
ence 1 am pleas'd to find myſelf right claſs'd, 


2 
4 
of . * . 
gives me joy, the patent lately paſs'd 
ln favour of dear Drummond, moſt deſerving. 


—»O@0<— 


Lord, my patron, good and kind, 
Whoſe every act of (generous care 
he patriot ſhews, and truſty friend; 
Vhile favours by your thoughts refin'd 
Both public and the private ſhare. 
'0 you the mule her duteous homage pays, 
Vhile Edinburgh's intereſt animates her lays. 


Nor will the beft ſome hints refuſe : 
The narrow foul, that leaſt brings forth, 
To an advice the rareſt bows ; 
Which the extenſive mind allows, 
Being conſcious of its genuine worth, 
Fears no eclipſe ; nor with dark pride declines, 
A ray from light, that far inferior ſhines. Y 


Our reaſon and advantage call 

Us to preferve what we eſteem ; 
And each ſhould contribute, tho? fmall, 
Like filver rivulets that fall 

In ouc, and make a ſpreading ſtream. 


„ Mr. DrUMMOND's being choſen one of the Hon. Com- 


Even by this mark, that's worthy of obſerving ; 


The Addreſs of the Muſe to the Right Hon, GxonGe DxUn- 
MOND, Eſq. Lord Proveſt, and Council of Edinburgh. 
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So ſhould a city all her care unite, arent 
JT engage with entertainments of delight. ep 
Man for ſociety was made, 0 | 
His ſearch of knowledge has no bound ; Wil 
Thro” the vaſt deep he loves to wade, ae 
But ſubjects ebb, and ſpirits fade, ck a 
On wilds and thinly peopl'd ground. or 
Then where the world, in miniature, employs us | 
Its various arts, the ſoul its wiſh enjoys. bd ar 
ſt v 


Sometimes the ſocial mind may rove, £ 
And trace with contemplation high, eh. 
The natural beauties of the grove, 3 as c 
Pleas'd with the turtle's making love, 
While birds chant in a ſummer ſky. 
But when cold winter ſows the naked fields, 
The city then its changing pleaſure yields. 


Then you, to whom pertains the care, 
And have the power to act aright, 
Nor pains, nor prudent judging ſpare, 
The Good Town's failings to repair, 

And give her lovers more delinht. 


Much you have done, both uſeful and polite re 
O never tire! till every plan's complete. hh 
{FE 
Some may object, we money want, Ja 
Of every project ſoul and nerve. hack 
Tis true but ſure, the parliament ithon 
Will ne'er refuſe frankly to grant drr 
Such funds as good deſigns deſerve. e uſe 
The thriving well of each of Britain's towns, BIA 
Adds to her wealth, and more her grandeur crowns ol. 1 
Allow that fifteen thouſand pounds 
Were yearly on improvements ſpent : r. F 
If luxury 4 the funds, and d 
And well laid out, there are no grounds *. 


For murmuring, or the lcaſt complaint: 
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Naterials all within our native coaſt, 


he poor's employ' d, we gain, and nothing's loſt. 


o hundred for five pounds a-day, 

Will work like Turkiſh galley-flaves ; 

acer they ſleep, they will repay 

er all the public forth did lay, 0 
or ſmall ſupport that nature craves. 

us kept at work, few twangs of guilt they feel, 

ad are not tempt by pinching want to ſteal. 


ſt wiſely did our city move, 

Vhen * Hope, who judges well and nice, 
as choſen fitteſt to improve, 

m ruſhy tufts, the pleaſing grove, 

From bogs a riſing paradiſe. 

ce earth's foundation, to our ers day, 
ie beauteous plain in mud neglected lay. 


1 


5 


w, evenly planted, hedg'd and drain'd, 

Its verdures pleaſe the ſcent and fight; 

d here the Fair may walk unpain'd, 

r flowing ſilks and ſhoes unſtain'd, 

Round the green Circus of delight: 

hich ſhall by ripening time ſtill ſweeter grow, 
d Hope be fam'd while Scotſmen draw the bows 


þ ! while I ſing, the northern air, 
hro' gore and carnage gives offence ; 
hich ſhould not while a river fair, 
ithout our walls flows by ſo near; 
-arrtage from thence but ſmall expence ; 
e uſeful Corporation too would find, 
working there, more health and caſe of mind. 


CrLOWNS3 ol. II. D 


r. Hope of Rankeilour, 20ho has beautifully planted, heu- 
and drained Straiten's Meadow, which wa: formerly tbe 
om of a lake. 


Where on the ſpring's green nk oe by the dawn, 
Our maids might waſh, and blanc 
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Then ſweet our northern flowers would blow, 
And fweet our northern alleys end : 

Sweet all the northern ſprings would flow, 

Sweet northern trees and herbs would grow, 
And from the lake a field be gain'd : 


their lace and lawyl 


*Forbid a naſty pack to place 
On ſtalls unclean their herbs and roots, 
On the high ſtreet a vile diſgrace, 
And tempting to our infant-race, 
To ſwallow poifon with their fruits. 
Give them a ſtation where leſs ſpoil'd and ſeen, 
The healthful herbage may keep freſh and clean. 


Beſides, they ftraiten much our ſtreet, 

When thofe who drive the hack and dray, 
In drenk and rude confuſion meet, 
We know not where to turn our feet ; 

Mortal our hazard every way. 
Too oft the ag'd, the deat, and little fry, 
Hemm'd in with ſtalls, cruſh'd under axles lie. 


Clean order vields a vaſt delight, 

And genius's that brighteſt ſhine, 
Prefer the pleaſure of the fight 
Juſtly, to theirs who day and night 

Sink health and act ive thought in wine. 


* With the wore freedom ſome thoughts in theſe flanzas are 
wanced, becauſe ſeveral citizens of the beſt thinking, both in a 
out of the mapiftvacy, incline to, and have ſuch views, if th 
were not oppoſed by ſome of gvoſs old-foſbioned notions. Su 
vill tell you, O! the fireet of Edinburgh is the fineft garden 
Scotland, And bow can it otherwiſe be, conſidering bow web 
is dunged every night * But ibis abuſe wwe hope to ſee reforn 
ſeon, wohen the cart and warning bel! foall leave the lazy flats 
without exciſe, after len al night. | 
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appy the man that's clean in houſe and weed, 
ho? water be his drink, and oats his bread. 


ind fate, on them whom I admire, 

Beſtow neat rooms and gardens fair, 

tures that ſpeak the painter's fire, 

nd learning which the Nine inſpire, 

With friends that all his thoughts may ſhare 
houſe in Edinburgh, when the ſullen ſtorm 
efaces nature's joyous fragrant form. 


! may we hope to ſee a ſtage 
Fill'd with the beſt of ſuch as can 


n, ule down the follies of the age, 
can. orrect dull pride and party rage, 
And cultivate the growing man; 
| nd ſhew the virgin every proper gracey 
| hat makes her mind as [4 wr a as her face, 
or will the moſt devout oppoſe, 
When with a ſtrict judicious care, 
K he ſcenes moſt virtuous ſhall be choſe, 
5 hat numerous are, forbidding thoſe 
That ſhock the modeſt, good, and fair. 
he beſt of things may often be abus'd ; 
hat argues not, when right, to be refus'd. 
hus, what our fathers waſting blocd, 
Of old from the South Britons won, 
va; erben Scotland reach'd to Humber's flood, 
both in of) ſhall regain by arts leſs rude, 
wr, if And bring the beſt and faireſt down, 
en, §e om England's northern counties, nigh as far 
of order Piſtant from court as we of Pictland are. 
bow well 


„bus far inſpir'd with honeſt zeal, 

/ * 7 bac Theſe thoughts are offer'd with ſubmiſſion, 
ww y your own bard, who-ne'er ſhall fail 
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The intereſt of the common weal, 

While you indulge and grant permiſſion 

To your oblig'd, thus humbly to rehearſe 

His honeſt and well-meaning thoughts in verſe. 


| 
| 
| — 
| 
| 


| — e 


On bis Grace the Doxx of HamirtToN's footing an arrot 4 
through the neck of an Eel, 


A from a bow a fatal flane, 
Train'd by Apollo from the main, 
In water pierc'd an Eel ; 

Sae may the Patriot's power and art, 

Sic fate to ſouple rogues impart, 
That drumble the common weal ; 

Tho' they as ony Eels are lid, | 
And thro* what's vile can ſcud, 

A bolt may reach them, tho” deep hid 
They ſculk beneath their mud. 


—— 


v— 
1 BETTY AND KATE : 
A PASTORAL FAREWEL TO MR. AIKMAN, 


WHEN HE WENT FOR LONDON, 


BETTY, 


Dee Katie, Willy's e'en away! 

| Willy, of herds the wale, 

To feed his flock, and make his hay 

\ Upon a diſtant dale. 

| Far to the ſouthward of this height 

i Where now we dowie ſtray, 

| Ay heartſome when be cheer'd our ſight, 
And leugh wi' us a' day. | 


. 
2 
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KATE. 


Willy, can dale dainties pleaſe 
Thee mair than muirland ream ? 
oes Iſis flow wi' ſweeter eaſe 

Than Fortha's gentle ftream ? 

r takes thou rather mair delyt 

In the ſtrae-hatted matrd, 

han in the blooming red and whyt. 
Of her that wears the plaid ? 


E 
2 
an arrous 


BETTY». 


fa, Kate, for that we needna mourn, 
He is not gi'en to change; 
ut ſauls of fic a ſhimng turn, 
For honours like to range ; 
dur laird, and a' the gentry round, 
Wha mauna be faid nay, 
ic pleaſure in his art have found, 
hey winna let him ſtay. 
Myth I have ſtood frae morn to c'en, 
To ſee how true and weel 
: le cou'd delyt us on the green 
MAN, Wi' a —— cawk and keel ; 
Vn a {lid ſtane, or ſmoother late, 
He can the picture draw 
Df you or me, or ſheep or gait, 
he likeft e'er ye ſaw, 
aſs, thinkna ſhame to eaſe your mind, 
I ſee ye're like to greet : 
t gae theſe tears, tis juſtly kind, 
For ſhepherd ſae complete. 


J KATE. 


ar, far! o'er far frae Spey and Clyde, 
Stands that great town of Lud, 
| D 3 
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To whilk our beſt lads rin and ride, 
That's like to put us wood ; 

For findle times they e er conſe back 
Wha anes are hettit there : 

Sure, Beſs, thir hills are no ſae black, 
Nor yet thir howms ſae bare. 


- 


BETTY. 


Our riggs are rich, and green our heights, 
And wiel our cares reward ; 

Bur yield, nae doubt, far leſs delights, 
In abſence of our laird : | 

But we maun cawmly now ſubmit, 
And our ill luck lament, 

And leav't to his ain ſenſe and wit 
To find his heart's content. 

A thouſand gates he had to win 
The love of auld and young, 

Did a' he did wi' little din, 
And in nae deed was dung. 


KATE. 
William and Mary never fail'd 


To welcome wi' a fmile, 

And hearten us, when aught we ail'd, 
Without deſigning guile; 

Lang may ſhe happily poſſeſs ; 
Wha's in his breaſt infeft. 

And may their bonny bairns increaſe, 
And a' wi' rowth be left. 

O William, win your laurels faſt, 
And ſyne we'll a” be fain, * 

Soon as your wand'ring days are paſt, 
And you're return'd again. But bet 


Far r 


BETTY, 


evive her joys by your return, 

To whom you firſt gave pain; 

dge how her paſſions for you burn, 
By theſe you bear your ain, 

ze may your kirn wi' fatneſs flow, 

And a' your ky be fleek ; 

nd may your heart wi' gladneſs glow, 
In finding what ye ſeek. 


TO MR. DAVID MALLOCH, 
ON HIS DEPARTURE FROM SCOTLAND, 


INCE fate, wi” honour, bids thee leave 
Thy country for a while, 

is nae friendly part to grieve, 

When powers propitious ſmile. 


he taſk aſſign'd thee's great and good, 
To cultivate two Grahams, 

Wha from bauld heroes draw their blood 
Of brave immortal names, 


ike wax the «dawning genius takes 
Impreſſions, thrawn or even; 

hen he wha fair the moulding makes, 
Does journey-work for heaven. 


he ſour weak pedants ſpoil the mind 
Of thoſe beneath their care, 
Vho think inſtruction is confin'd , 


To poor grammatic ware. 


But better kens my friend, and can 
Far nobler plans deſign, 
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To lead the boy up to a man 
That's fit in courts to ſhine. 


Frae Grampian heights, ſome may object, 
Can you ſic knowledge bring 

But thoſe laigh thinkers neꝰ er reflect, 
Some ſauls ken ilka thing; 


Wi' vaſter eaſe, at the firſt glance, 
Than miſty minds, that plod 

And threſh for thought, but ne er advance 
Their ſtawk aboon their clod. 


But he * that could in tender trains 
Raiſe Margaret's *plaining ſhade, 
And paint diftreſs that chills the veins, 
While William's crimes are red; 


Shaws to the world, could they obſerve, 
A clear deſerving flame | 

Thus I can rooſe without reſerve, 
When truth ſupports my theme. 


Gae, Lad, and win a nation's love, 
By making thoſe in truſt, 
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h Like Wallace's Achates +, prove 

il Wiſe, generous, brave, and juſt. 
= Sae may his Grace th' illuſtrious ſire, 

4 With joy paternal fee | 

1 Their riſing blaze of manly fire, 


And pay his thanks to thee. 


— 
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* William and Margaret, a ballad in imitatien of ile « 
manner, wherein the ſtrength of thought and fa//ron is more ol 
ferved than a rant of unmeaning words. 

f The heroic Sir Fobn Graham, the glory of bir name at 
nation (and deareſt friend of the renowned Sir William Wii 
ace }, anceſlor of bis Grace the Duke of. IJoniroſe, | 
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TO CALISTA: 


AN EPIGRAM, 


urs Wiſdom, Majeſty, and Beauty, 
Contended to allure the ſwain, | 

ja fain wad pay'd to ilk his duty, 

but only ane the prize could gain. 


re Jove again to redd debate 

Wetween his ſpouſe and daughters twa, 
were it dear Caliſta's fate 

o bid among them for the ba” ; 


en given to her the ſhepherd might 
Then wi' the ſingle apple ſerve a; 
ce ſhe's poſſeſt of a* that's bright 

n Juno, Venus, and Minerva. 


— — H 


INSCRIPTION 


the Tomb-flone of Mr. ALtezanDes WARDLAW, late 
bamberlain to the Right Hon. the Earl of Wigton, erectad 
bis Son Mr, Fobn Wardlaw, in the church of Biggar« 


TERE lies a man whoſe upright heart 
With virtue was profuſely ſtor'd, 

o acted well the honeſt part 

Between the tenants and their lord. 


ween the ſands and flinty rock 

hus ſteer'd he in the golden mean, 
hile his blyth countenance beſpoke 
mind unruffl*d and ſerene. 


to great Bruce the Flemings prov'd 
F aithful, ſo to the Flemings heir 
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Wardlaw behav'd and was belov'd 
For's juſtice, candor, faith and care. 


His merit ſhall preſerve his fame 
To Jateſt ages, free from ruſt, 

Till the arch - angel raiſe his frame 
To join his ſdul amongſt the juſt. 


— WAL 
AN ODE 


SACRED ro THE MEMORY OF HER GRACE ANKE RRP. 
f DUCHESS OF HAMILTON, | 


mou 

Wor ſounds the plain with ſad complaint ? It clai 
Why hides the ſun his beams? hen fi 

Why ſigh the winds ſae bleak and cauld ? Sac q1 
Why mourn the ſwelling ſtreams ? ith ro 
Wail on, ye heights ; ye glens, complain; Ye ny 


Sun, wear thy cloudy veil; 
Sigh, winds, frae frozen caves of ſnaw ; 
f Clyde, mourn the rueful tale. o filen 


She's dead, the beauteous Anna's dead ; | bars 
All nature wears a gloom : 
Alas! the comely budding flower 


Is faded in the bloom. t haſt 
Clos d in the marble vault, care 
Now cauld and blae ſhe lies ; { Ape 
Nae mair the ſmiles adorn her cheek, 
Nae mair ſhe lifts her eyes, | | ſhoſe 1 
Too ſoon, O ſweeteſt, faireſt, beſt, . 
Young parent, lovely mate, By th 
Thou leaves thy lord and infant ſon J 


To weep thy early fate. roo here,jo 
| | That 
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t late thy chearfuꝰ marriage 
ave gladneſs all around; _— 

t late in thee the youthful chief 

A heaven of bleffings found. 


> boſom ſwells, for much he lov'd ; 
Vords fail to paint his grief: 

ſtarts in dreams, and graſps thy ſhade, 
'he day brings nae rehef. 


e fair illuſion ſkims away, 

And grief again returns; | 
e's pleaſures make a vain attempt, 

iſconfolate he mourns. 


mourns his loſs, a nation's loſs, 

It claims a flood of tears, 

hen fic a lov'd illuſtrious ſtar 

Sae quickly diſappears. 

ith roſes and the lily buds, 

Ye nymphs, her grave adorn, 

nd weeping tell, thus ſweet ſhe was, 
Thus early from us torn. 


o ſilent twilight ſhades retire, 
Ye melancholy ſwains, 
melting notes repeat her praiſe, 
In ſighing vent your pains. 


t haſte, calm Reaſon, to our aid, 
And paining thoughts fubdue, 
y placing of the pious Fair 

In a mair pleaſing view : 


hoſe white immortal mind now ſhines, 
And ſhall for ever bright, 

bove th' inſult of death and pain. 

By the Firft Spring of Light. 

here joins the high melodious thrangy 
That ſtrike eternal firings : 
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In preſence of . ä 
he now a ſeraph ſings. 


Then ceaſe, great James, thy flowing tears, 


Nor rent thy ſoul in vain; 

Frae bowers of bliſs ſhe'll neꝰ er return 
To thy kind arms again. 

With goodnels ſtill adorn thy mind, 
True greatneſs ſtill improve; 

Be ſtill a patriot, juſt and brave, 
And meet thy ſaint above. 


wa — 2 4 — 
O DE 


TO THE MEMORY OF SIR ISAAC. NREWTrOx, 
Inſcribed to the Reyal Society of London, for the improving - 


Natural Knowledge, 


GN Newton's dead—Full ripe his fame ; 
Ceaſe vulgar grief, to cloud our ſong : 


We thank the author of our frame, 
Who lent him to the earth ſo long. 


The god-like man now mounts the ſky, 
Exploring all yon radiant ſpheres ; 

And with one view can more deſcry, 
Than here below in eighty years: 


Tho? none, with greater ſtrength of ſoul, 
Could rife to more divine a height, 
Or range the orbs from pole to pole, 
And more improve the human fight. 
Now with full joy he can ſurvey 
Theſe worlds, and ev'ry ſhining blaze, 
That countleſs in the Milky Way, 
Only thro” glaſſes ſhew their rays. 


Thouſands in thouſand arts excell'd, 
But often to one part confin'd : 
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Vhile ev'ry ſcience ſtood reveal'd 


And clear to his capacious mind. 


is penetration, moſt profound, 

Launch'd far in that extended ſea, 

"here human minds can reach no bound, 
And never div'd fo deep as he. 


ns of the eaſt and weſtern world, 
When on this leading ſtar ye gaze, 
'hile magnets guide the fail unfurl'd, 
Pay to his memory due praiſe. 


hro' ev'ry maze he was the guide; 

While others crawPd, he foar'd above; 
t modeſty, unſtain'd with pride, 
Increas'd his merit, and our love. 


e ſhunn'd the ſophiſtry of words, 
Which only hatch contentious ſpite, 
is learning turn'd on what affords . 
By demonſtration, moſt delight. 


itain may honourably hoaſt, 
And glory in her matchlefs Son 
hoſe genius has inverted molt, 


And ui what the reſt begun. 


Fellows of the Royal Claſs, 
Who honour'd him to be your head, 
ect in fineſt ſtone and breſs 
Statues of the ria deal : 


tho? more laſting than them all, 
Or ev'n the Poet's higheſt ſtrain, 

$ wworbs, As long as wheels th 15 ball, 
Shall his great memory ſuſtain. 


ay from your Learned Band ariſe, 
Newtons to ſhine thro' future times, 
bring down knowledge from the {kics, 
o plant on wild barbarian.chmes. 
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Till nations, few degrees from brutes, 
Be brought into each proper road, 


Which leads to wiſdom s happieſt fruits, 


To know their Saviour and their God. 
— 8 


To WILLIAM SOMERYILE of Warwick/oire, Eſq, on reai 


ing ſeveral of bis excellent Poems. 


i, I have read, and much admire 
Your muſe's gay and eaſy flow, 
Warm'd with that true Idalian fire 
That gives the bright and chearful glow. 


I con'd each line with joyous care, 
As I can ſuch from fn toſun ; 

And like the glutton o'er his fare 
Delicious, thought them too ſoon done. 


The witty ſmile, nature and art, 
In all your numbers ſo combine, 
As to complete their juſt deſert, 
And grace them with uncommon ſhine. 


Delighted, we your muſe regard, 
When ſhe like Pindar's ſpreads her wings; 
And virtue being its own reward, 


Expreſſes by The Sifter Springs. 


Emotions tender crowd the mind, 
When with the royal bard you go, 
To ſigh in notes divinely kind, 
The Mighty fall u on Mount Gilbe, 


Much ſurely was the virgin's joy, 


Who with the Iliad had your lays : 
For e' er, and ſince the ſiege of Troy, 
We all delight in love and praiſe. 


Theſe heav'n- born paſſions, ſuch deiire, 
I never yet cou'd think a crime; 
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But firſt-rate virtues which inſpire 
The foul to reach at the ſublime. 


But often men miſtake the way, 

And pump for fame by empty boaſt, 
ike your Git Aſs, who ſtood to bray, 
Till in a flame his tale he loſt. 


lim th* incurious bencher hits, 

With his on tale, fo tight and clean, 
That while I read, ftreams guſh, by fits 
Of hearty laughter from my een. 


J. an rea! 


Id Chaucer, bard of vaſt ingine, 

Fontaine and Prior, who have ſung 

Blyth tales the beſt ; had they heard thine 

On Lob, they'd own'd themſelves out-done. 


he plot's purſu'd with ſo much glee, 
The too officious Dog and Prieff 

he Sguire oppreſe'd, Lon, for me, 

I never heard a better jeſt, 


Pope well deſcrib'd an Ombre Homes 
And King reverting captive Dneen : 
He merits, but had won more tamey 


If author of your Howwling-green. 


ou paint your parties, play each bowl 
So natural, juſt, and with ſuch eaſe, 
hat while I read, upon my foul, 

] wonder how I chance to pleale. 


et I have pleas'd, and pleaſe the beſt ; 
And ſure to me laurels belong, 

ince Britiſh fair, and 'mong the beſt, 
Somervile's conſort likes my ſong. 


Raviſh'd, I heard th* harmonious fair, 
Sing like a dweller of the ſky, 


My verſes with a Scotian air; 
Ben ſaints were not fo bleſt ag I. 
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In her the valu'd charms unite ; 
She really is what all would ſeem, 
Gracefully handſome, wife and {ſweet ; 
Tis merit to have her eſteem, 


Your noble kinſman, her lov'd mate, 

Whoſe worth claims all the world's reſpect, 
Met in her love a ſmiling fate, 

Which has, and muſt have good effect. 


Vou both from one great lineage ſpring, 
Both from de Somervile, who came 
With William, England's conquering king, 
To win fair plains, and laſting fame. 
Which *nour he left to's eldeſt ſon, 
That firſt· born chief you repreſent ; 
His ſecond came to Caledon, 
From whom our Som'rile takes deſcent. 


On him and you may fate beſtow 
Sweet _ health and chearful fire, 

As long's ye'd with to live below, 
Still bleſt with all you wou'd deſire, 


O Sir! oblige the world, and ſpread 
In print * thoſe and your other lays ; 

This ſhall be better'd while they read, 
And after ages ſound your praiſe. 


J cou'd enlarge—but if I ſhou'd 
On what you've wrote, my Ode wou'd run 
Too great a Lande e thoughts ſo crowd, 
To note them all I'd ne'er have done. 


Accept this offering of a muſe, 
Who on her Pictland hills ne*er tires; 
Nor ſhou'd (when worth invites) refuſe 
To ſing the perſon ſhe admires. 
* Since the writing of this Ode, Mr. Semervile's poems a F 
22 r. XA 


Printed by Mr. Lintot, in an 8 vo. vol. 
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AN EPISTLE 
FROM MR. SOMERYILE, 


FAR fair Avona's filver tide, 

Whoſe waves in ſoft meanders glide, 
read, to the delighted ſwains, 5 
our jocund ſongs, and rural ſtrains, 


mooth as her flreams your numbers flow, 


our thoughts in vary'd beauties ſhow, ' 
ike flow'rs that on her borders grow. 
chile I ſurvey, with raviſh'd eyes, 
his * friendly gift, my valu'd prize, 
"here ſiſter Arts, with charms divine, 

their full bloom and beauty ſhine, 
ternately my ſoul is bleſt. 
low I behold my welcome gueſt, 

hat graceful, that engaging air, 
dear to all the brave and fair. 

or has th” ingenious artiſt ſhown 

is outward hneaments alone, 

ut in th* expreſſive draught defign'd 
he nobler beauties of his mind; 

Tue friendſhip, love, benevolence, 
nitudicd wit and manly ſenſe. 

hen, as your book I wander o' er 

nd feaſt on the delicious ſtore 

ake the laborious buſy bee, 

leas'd with the ſweet variety), 

1th equal wonder and ſurpriſe, 

ſee reſembling portraits xiſe. 

rave archers march in bright array, 
troops the vulgar line ape way. 

3 


* Lord Samervile was plraſed io ſend me bis ewn picture and 
ir. Ramfay's works. 
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Here the droll figures flyly ſneer, 
Or coxcombs at full length appear. 
There woods and lawns, a rural ſcene, 
And fwains that gambol on the green. 
Your pen can act the pencil's part 
With greater genius, fire, and art. 

Believe me, bard, no hunted hind 
That pants againſt the ſouthern wind, 
And ſeeks the ſtream thro* unknown ways; 
No matron in her teeming days, 
Ere felt ſuch longings, ſuch deſires, 
As I to view thole lofty ſpires, 
Thoſe domes where fair Edina ſhrouds 
Her tow'ring head amid the clouds. 
But oh! what dangers interpoſe ! 
Vales deep with dirt, and hills with ſnows, 
Proud winter-floods, wtth rapid force, 
Forbid the pleaſing Net 
But ſure, we bards, whoſe ne clay 
Nature has mixt with leſs allay, 
Might ſoon find out an eaſier way. 
Do not ſage matrons mount on high, 
And ſwitch their broom-ſticks thro? the ſky ; 
Ride poſt o'er hills, and woods, and feas, 
From Thule to the“ Heſperides ? 
And yet the men of Greſham own 
That this and ſtranger feats are done, 
By a warm fancy's power alone. 
This es ; why can't you and I, 
Stretch forth our wings, and cleave the ſky ? 
Since our poetic brains, you know, 
Than theirs muſt more intenſely glow. 
Did not the Theban ſwan take wing, 
Sublimely ſoar, and ſweetly fing ? 
And do not we, of humbler vein, 
Sometimes attempt a loftier ſtrain, 


* The Scilly iſlands were ſo called by the ancients, as M 
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ount ſheer out of the reader's ſight, 
bſcurely Joſt in elouds and night? 
Then climb your Pegaſus with ſpeed, 
| meet thee on the banks of Tweed: 
t as our father's did of yore, 
{well the flood with crimſon gore; 
ke the Cadmean murd*ring brood, 
ch thirſting for his brother's blood; 
dr now all hoſtile rage ſhall ceaſe, 
1d in the downy arms of peace. 
ur honeſt hands and hearts ſha!l join, 
er jovial banquets, ſparkling wine. 
t Peggy at thy elbow wait, 
1d T ſhall bring my bonny Kate. 
t hold—oh ! take a ſpecial care, 
o admit no prying kirkman there; 
lread the penitential chair. 
hat a ſtrange figure ſhould I make, 
poor abandon'd Engliſh rake ; 
ſquire well-born, and ſix foot high, 
rch'd in that ſacred pillory ? 
et ſpleen and zeal be baniſh'd thence, 
ö nd troubleſome impertinence, 
hat tells his ſtory o'er again; 
[-manners and his ſaucy train, 
ad ſelf-conceit, and ſtiff rumpt pride, 
hat grin at all the world beſide: 5 
oul ſcandal, with a load of lies, 
trigues, rencounters, prodigies; 
ame's buſy hawker, light as air, 
hat feeds on frailties of the fair: 
nyy, hypocriſy, deceit, 
ierce party- rage, and warm debate; 
nd all the hell-hounds, that are foes 
o friendſhip, and the world's repoſe, 
ut mirth inflead, and dimpling ſmiles, 
nd wit, that gloomy care beguiles ; 
nd joke, and pun, and merry tale, 
nd toaſts, that round the table ſail: 
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Ce eee eee tee netnamen tne. ur ain 
While laughter, burſting thro” the crowd, icht g 
In vollies, tells our joys aloud. d all 
Hark ! the ſhrill piper mounts on high, 1 the C 
The woods, the ſtreams, the rocks reply, there \ 
To his far- ſounding melody. hich e 
Behold each lab' ring ſqueeze prepare ke Ma 
Supplies of modulated air, nd can 
Obſerve Croudero's active bow, ntinu: 
His head ſtill nodding to and fro, hat's p 
His eyes, his cheeks with raptures glow. ſho fo! 
2 the baſhful nymphs advance, 25 OVel 
To lead the regulated dance, t has 
Flying ſtill, the iwains purſuing, raCtic 
Yet with backward glances wooing. ch ke! 
This, this ſhall be the joyous ſcene ; nd thit 
Nor wanton elves that ſkim the green vght t 
Shall be fo bleſt, fo blyth, ſo gay, r walk 
Or leſs regard what dotards fay. chen n 


My Roſe ſhall then your Thiftle greet, A 


The union ſnall be more complete; 'ho wi 

And, in a bottle and a friend, chair 

Each national diſpute ſhall end. | _ th 
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TO THE ABOVE EPISTLE PROM WILL. SOMERYILE, £60. a 
or WARWICKSHIRE, deep 

hence 

IR, I had your's, and own my pleaſure, early 
On the receipt, exceeded meaſure, eels 

You write with ſo much ſp'rit and glee, hoſe 

Sac ſmooth, ſae ſtrong, correct, and free ;- eat 
That any he (by you allow'd ſho in 
To have ſome merit) may be proud, True 
If that's my fault, bear you the blame, nſtud 

Wha've lent me fic a lift to fame, , 


VILE, £80 
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ur ain tow'rs high, and widens far, 
ight glancing like a firſt-rate ſtar, 
d all the world beſtow due praiſe 
n the Collection of your lays; toads 
here various arts and turns combine, 
hich even in parts firſt poets ſhine : 
ke Mat and Swift ye ſing with eaſe, 
nd can be Waller when you pleaſe. - 
ntinue, Sir, and ſhame the crew 
hat's plagu'd with having nought to do, 
ho fortune in a merry mood 
as overcharg d with gentle blood, 
t has denyꝰd a genius fit 
action or aſpiring wit; 
ch kenna how t* employ their time, 
nd think activity a crime: 
vght they to either do, or ſay, 
r walk, or write, or read, or pray ! 
hen money, their Factotum's able 
o furniſh them a numerous rabble, 
ho will, for daily drink and wages, 
2 chairmen, res Fg clerks, and pages: 
ould they, like you, employ their hours 
planting theſe delightful flowers, 
hich carpet the poetic fields, 
nd laſting funds of pleaſure yields ; 
ae mair they'd gaunt and gove away, 
r ſleep or loiter out the day, 
T * the night, damning their ſauls 
deep dehauch, and bawdy brawls: 
hence pox and poverty proceed 
early eild, and ſpirits dead. 
werſe of you; and him you love, 
hoſe brighter ſpirit towers above 
he mob of thoughtleſs lords and beaux, 
ho in his ilka action ſhows 
True friendſhip, love, benevolence, 
nſtudy'd wit, and manly ſenſe.” 
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Allow here what you've ſaid yourſell, 
Nought can b' expreſt fo juſt and well: 
To him and her, worthy his love, 

And every bleſſing from above, 

A ſon is given, God ſave the boy, 

For theirs and every Som'ril's joy. 
Ye wardens, round him take your place, 
And raiſe him with each manly grace; 
Make his meridian virtues ſhine, 

To add freſh luſtres to his line: 

And many may the mother ſee 

Of ſuch a ua bo progeny. 

Now, Sir, when Boreas nae mair thuds. 
Hail, ſnaw, and fleet frac blacken'd clouds; 
While Caledonian hills are green, 

And a' her.ſtraths delight the een: 
While ilka flower with fragance blows, 
And a' the year its beauty ſhows ; 
Before again the winter lour, 

What hinders then your northern tour ? 
Be ſure of welcome; nor believe 

Theſe wha an ill report would give 

To Ed'nburgh and the Land of Cakes, 
That nought what's neceſſary lacks. 
Here Plenty's goddeſs frae her horn 
Pours fiſh and cattle, claith and corn, 
In blyth abundance ;—and yet mair, 
Our men are brave, our ladies fair. 

Nor will North Britain yield for fouth 
Of ilka thing, and fellows couth, 

To ony but her ſiſter South. 

True, rugged roads are curſed dreigh, 
And ſpeats 4; roar frae mountains heigh : 
The body tires,—poor tottering clay, 
And likes with eaſe at hame to ſtay ; 
While ſauls ſtride warlds at ilka ſtend, 
And can their widening views extend. 
Mine ſees you, while you chearfu” roam 
On ſweet Avona's flow'ry howm, 


ere r 
jele fe 
chile, 
u riſe 
nd, 45 
ſh the 
bour 
er hi] 
ter th 
mfirn 
hile þ 
ais'd | 
ation 
lee the 
ite y 
hich 

he clo 
0 lave 
hus w 
ou ſee 
hen al 
pirin; 
long 
our te! 


DR NO 


POEMS, 59 


ere recollecting, with full view, 
eſe follies which mankind purſue ; 
Fhile, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
u riſe with a correcting fpirit ; 
nd, as an agent of the gods, 

ſh them with ſharp ſatyric rods : 
:bour divine !—Next, for a change, 
er hill and dale I fee you range 
ter the fox or whidding hare, 
mfirming health in pureſt air; 
hile joy trac heights and dales reſounds, 
ais'd by the Hola, Horn, and Hounds : 
atigu'd, yet pleas d, the chace out run, 
lee the friend, and fetting fun, 

vite you to the temp'rate bicquor, 

hich makes the blood and wit flow quicker, 
he clock ſtrikes twelve, to reſt you bound, 
o ſave your health by ſleeping tound. 
hus with cool head and healſome breaſt 
ou ſee new day ſtream frae the caſt: 
hen all the muſes round you ſhine, 
Ipiring every thought divine; 

long their aid — Your years and bleſſes, 

our ſervant Allan Ramſay wiſhes. 


—— AF 
REASONS 


DR NOT ANSWERING THE HACKNEPY 9CRIBRLERS, MY 
OBSCURE ENEMIES, 


HESE to my blyth indulgent friends ; 
Dull faces nought at my hand deferve: . 
o pump an anſwer's a* their ends; 
But not ae line if they ſhould ſtarve. 


hac'er ſhall with a midding fight, 
Of victory will be beguil'd ; 
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Dealers in dirt will be to dight, 
Fa" they aboon or "neath thieir fil'd. 


It helps my character to heez, 
When I'm the butt of creeping tools ; 
The warld, by their daft medley ſees, 
That I've nae enemies but fools. 


But fac it has been, and will be, 
While real poets rite to fame, 
Sic poor Maeflecknos will let flee 
Their venom, and ſtill miſs their aim, 


Should ane like .Young or Som'rile write, 
Some canker'd coot can ſay tis wrang : 

On Pope fic mungrels ſhaw'd their ſpite, 
And ſhot at Addilon their ſtang. 


But well dear Spec the feckleſs aſſes 

To wieſt inſets even'd and painted, 
Sic as by magnifying glaſſes 

Are only kend when thro” them tented. 


The blundering fellows ne er forget, 
About my trade to f their tancies, 
As if forſooth, I wad look blate 
At what my honour mailt advances. 


Auld Homer ſang for's daily bread ; 
Surpriſing — fin'd the wool ; 

Great Virgil creels and baſkets made; 
Aad famous Ben employ'd the trowel. 


Yet Dorſet, Lanſdown, Lauderdale, 
Bucks, Stirlipg and the fon of Angus, 

Even monarchs, and of men the wale, 
Were proud to be inrow'd amang us. 


Then hackneys write till ye gae wood, 
Drudge for the hawkers day and night; 
Your malice cannot move my mood, 


And equally your praiſe I flight, 


ut how! 
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I've gotten mair of fame than's due, 

Which is ſecur'd amang the beſt; 

nd ſnou'd I tent the like of you, 

A little ſaul wad be confeſt. 


Nae maſtive minds a yamphing cur ; 
A craig defies a frothy wave ; 
Nor will a lion raiſe his fur, 
Altho* a monkey miſbehave. 


Nam ſatis eft equitem miki plaudere, 


—— Rum. —— 
TO MR. DONALD MACEWEN, 
JEWELLER, AT ST. PETERSBURGH, 


Nov far frae hame my friend ſeeks fame 
1 And yet I canna wyte ye, 
I” employ your fire, and ſtill aſpire 

| By virtues that delyte ye. 


Should fortune lowr, tis in your pow'r, 
If heaven grant bawmy health, 

L“ enjoy ilk hour a ſaul unſour ; 
Content's nae bairn of wealth. 


tis the mind that's not confin'd 
To paſſions mean and vile, 

That's never pin'd, while thoughts refin'd 
Can gloomy cares beguile. 


hen Donald may he e'en as gay 
On Ruſſia's diſtant ſhore, 

s on the Tay, where Uſquebae 
He us'd to drink before. 


ut howſoc'er, haſte gather gear, 
And ſyne pack up your treaſure ; 
hen to Auld Reckie, come and beek ye, 
And cloſe your days with pleaſure. 
Vol. II. . F 
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— — Lens 
| ” n her 
The 
To the ſame, on receiving a Preſent from him of a Seal, Homer WW hile 
Head, finely cut in cryſtal, and ſet in gold, On 
Tr Ks to my frank ingenious friend; wy 
Your preſent's moſt genteel and kind, < 
Baith rich and ſhining as your mind: Th. 
And that immortal laurell'd pow, 7 
Upon the gem fo well deſign'd But ah 
And execute, ſets me on low. Feel: 
The heavenly fire inflames my breaſt, _—_ 
" Whilſt I unweary'd am in queſt g 
Of fame, and hope that ages nieſt ad 1: 
Will do their Highlan bard the grace, And 
Upon their ſeals to cut his creſt, s Solc 
And blytheſt ſtrakes of his ſhort face. So w 
Far leſs great Homer ever mary mY h! he 
en he, harmonious beggar ! ſought I'd ti 
is bread thro* Greece) he ſhould be brought he fag 
Frae Ruſha's ſhore by 2 Hugh “*, Shou 
To Pictland plains, fac finely wrought 1 610 
On precious ſtone, and ſet by you. tO, 7 
— — — ell gr 
That 
A BALLAD ON BONNY KATE. 

: Peeks ale env 
(24822 poets, your cunning deviſing, And} 
Of rhymes that low beauties o'er-rate ; But not] 
They all, like the ſtars at the riſing Who 
Of Phoebus, muſt yield to fair Kate. 8 
We fing, and we think it our du And t 
Too admire the kind bleffings of fate, but ſure 
That has favour'd the earth with ſuch beauty That « 


As ſhines ſo divinely in Kate. 
Captain Hugh Eccles. maſſer of a fine merchant fol 
which be tof in the unhappy fire at St. Peterſburgh, 
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ma—_— hr ſmiles, in her features and glances, | 
The graces ſhine forth in full ſtate, 

, Homer {While the god of love dang'rouſly dances 

On the neck and white boſom of Kate. 


ow ſtraight, how well-turn'd, and genteel, are 
Her limbs ! and how graceful her gait ! 

eir hearts made of ſtone, or of ſteel are, 
That are not adorers of Kate. 


But ah ! what a ſad palpitation 
Feels the heart, and how ſimple and blate 
luſt he look, almoſt dead with vexation, 


Whoſe love is fixt hopeleſs on Kate? 


ad J all the charms of Adonis, 

And galleons freighted with plate, 
s Solomon wiſe,; I'd think none is 
So worthy of all as dear Kate. 


h! had ſhe for me the ſame paſſion, 
I'd tune the lyre early and late; 

he ſage's ſong on his Circaſſian, 
Should yield to my ſonnets on Kate. 


TS 


is pleaſure each moment ſhall bloſſom, 
Unfading, gets her for his mate ; 
e'll graſp every bliſs in his boſom, 
That's linked by Hymen to Kate. 


Pale envy may raiſe up falſe ſtories, 

And hell may prompt malice and hate; 
dut nothing ſhall ſully their glories, 

Who are ſhielded with virtue hke Kate. 


This name, ſay ye, many a laſs has, 
And t' apply it may raiſe a debate 
But ſure he as dull as an aſs is, 
7 That cannot join ape" to Kate. 
3 , 


rebant foi} 


TO DR. J. C. 


WHO GOT THE FOREGOING TO GIVE r 
To THE YOUNG LADY. | - . 
FRE, happy Doctor, take this ſonnet, Get 


Bear to the Fair the faithful ftrains : 
Bow, make a leg, and d'off your bonnet ; 
And get-a kiſs for Allan's pains. 


For ſuch a raviſhing reward, 
The Cloud Compeller's ſelf would try 
To imitate a Britiſh bard, - 


And bear his ballads from the ſky. Ifter 1 
—— Oe 

UR 
PROLOGUE, A 

h 
Before the acting of Aurengzebe and the Drummer, by the youny do - 
Gentlemen of the Granmar-Schoot of Haddington, Aug e' ve 
1727, ſpoke by Mr. Gharies Cockburn, ſon to Colonel CocbWWe va 
burn, , he ge 
| And, 1 
E huſh, ye crowd, who preſſing round appear guck 
Only to ſtare - we ſpeak to thoſe can hear, Abhors 


The nervous phraſe, which raifes thoughts more high But ris 


When added action leads them thro? the eye. all 
To paint fair virtue, humours, and miſtakes, Our br 
Is what our ſchool with pleature undertakes, At Sen; 
Thro' various incidents of life led on Or by 
By Dryden, and immortal Addiſon; Which 


hoſe ſtudy d men, and knew the various ſprings 
That mov'd the minds of coachmen and of kings. 
Altho? we're young—allow. no thought fo mean, * 14 
That any here's to act the Harlequin: 
We leave ſuch dumb-ſhow mimicry to fools, <; 
Beneath the ſp'rit of Caledonian Schools. es 


2 whing 


2 

= bs 

Er- 

by 9 
A 
D 


y the our: 
on, Angu) 
ene Cock 


POEMS, | 6s 


earning's our aim, and all our care, to reach 

\t elegance and gracefulneſs of ſpeech, 

\nd 7 Addreſs, from baſkfulneſs refin'd, 

Vhich hangs a weight upon a worthy mind. 

'he Grammar's good, but pedantry brings down 
he gentle Dunce below, the ſprightly Clown. 

Get ſeven ſcore verſe of Ovid's Triſt by heart, 
o rattle o'er, elſe I ſhall make you ſmart,” - 

"ry ſnarling Dominies that little ken: 

duch may teach parrots, but our Leſly * men. 


— 2 — 
EPILOGUE, 


ſter the acting of the Drummer —Spole by Mr. Maurice 
Cockburn, another ſon of Colonel Cockburn's. 


Dos plays are done now criticiſe, and ſpare not; 
And tho' you are not fully pleas'd, we care not; 

e have a reaſon on our fide—and that is, 

our treat has one good property—'tis gratis. 

eve pleas d — and if we have good judges, 

'e value not a head where nothing lodges. 

he generous men of ſenſe will kindly praiſe us, 

And, if we make a little ſnapper, raiſe us: 

Such know th' aſpiring foul at manly dawn, 

Abhors the ſour rebuke and carping thrawin ; 

But riſes on the hope of a great name, 

Up all the rugged roads that lead to fame. 

Our breaſts already pant to gain renown K 

At Senates, Courts, by arms, or by the Gown 

Or by improvements of paternal fields, 

Which nevecr-tailing joy and plenty yields; 

3 


M.. Jobs Lay, moſter of the ſchool, a nentleman of irn 
learning, T0592, by bis excellent method, moſi worthily fills bis 


fiace, 
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Or by deep draughts of the Caſtalian ſprings, 


To ſoar with Mantuan or Horatian wings. 


Hey, boys! the day's our ain ! the Ladies ſmile ! F JI 
Which over recompenſes all our toil ! In. 
Delights of mankind, tho? in ſome ſmall parts lo ſlay 
We are deficient, yet our wills and hearts Chea 
Are yours ; and when more perfect, ſhall endeavour, rom e 
By acting better, to fecure your favour : Ne'e 
To ſpinnets then retire, and play a few tunes, till eq 
Till we get thro* our Gregories and Newtons; As ht 
And ſome years hence, we'll tell another tale ; 8 
Till then, ye bonny blooming buds, fare wel. | By g 

l V hole 

| On 1 

PROLOGUE, Yell on 

rok kN BY MR. ANTHONY ASTON, THE FIRST Nin That 
HE ACTED IN WINTER, 1726. and tre 


Tp I, dear Caledonians, blythſome Tony, 

That oft, laſt winter, pleas'd the brave and bonn 
With medley, merry ſong, and comic ſcene : 
Your kindneſs then has brought me here again; 
After a circuit round the queen of ifles, | 
To gain your friendſhip and approving ſmiles, 
Experience bids me hope: tho” ſouth the Tweed 18 


The daſtards ſaid, “ He never will ſucceed : 1 
What! ſuch a country look for any good in! It ſw: 
That does not reliſh r pork, nor pudding! At 
Thus great Columbus, by an idiot crew, | When | 
Was ridicul'd, at firſt, for his juſt view: ind ho 
Yet his undaunted ſpirit ne'er gave ground Joy t 
Till he a new and better world had found. W 
So I——Javgh on — the ſimile is bold; Wit 
But faith tis juſt; for till this body's cold, Ar 


Columbus-like, Fll'puſh for ſame and gold. 


— — 
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A CHARACTER, 
ſmile ! F judgment juſt, and fancy clear, 


induſtrious, yet not avaricivus ; 
5 lo ſlave to groundleſs 88 fear, 
Chearful, yet hating to be vitious. 


2avour, rom envy free, tho* prais' d, not vain, 
Ne er acting without honour's warrant ; 
6 still equal, generous, and humane, 


; As huſband, maſter, friend, and parent. 


| do modeſt, as ſcarce to be known 
: By glaring, proud, conceited aſſes, 
Vhoſe little ſpirits aften trown 
On ſuch as their leſs worth ſurpaſſes, 


Ye'll own he's a deſerving man, 
$7 xica%y That in theſe outlines and before ye; 
ind trowth the picture T have drawn, 

Is very like my friend“ 


Ys 
ind bonn | 
ODE to AttxanDer Monaay of PBroghton, Eſq. wn bis 
n: Marriage with Lady Eura ru, daughter to the Right 
Hon. the EARL of GALLOWAY. 
8, 


Tweed Ts conquering love alone can move 
The beſt to all that's great; 
It ſweetly binds two equal minds, 
And makes a happy ſtate, 
When ſuch as Murray, of a temper even, 
ind honour'd worth, receives a mate from heaven. 
Joy to you, Sir, and joy to her, 
Whoſe ſofter charms can footh, 
With ſmiling power, a ſullen hour, 
And make your life flow ſmooth. 


1 
1 


De character, though true, has ſomething in it fo great, 
bat my tos modeſt friend will net allexo me to ſet his name to it. 
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Man's but unfiniſh d, till by Hymen's ties 
His ſweeter half lock'd in his boſom lies. 


The general voice approve your choice, 
Their ſentiments agree, 
With fame allow'd, that ſhe's a good 
Branch ſprung from a right tree. 
Long may the graces of her mind delight 
Your foul, and long her beauties bleſs your ſight, 


May the bright guard, who love reward, 
With man recoin'd again, 
In offspring fair make her their care, 
In hours of joyful pain: 
And may my Patron healthful live to ſee 
By her a brave and bonny progeny, 


Let youthful ſwains who tend your plains, 
ouch the tun'd reed, and ſing, 
While maids advance, in ſprightly dance, 
All in the rural ring ; 
And with the muſe thank the immortal powers, 
Placing with joy Euphemia's name with your's. 


— — 


ODE 


To THE MEMORY OP MRS. FORBES, 
LADY NEWHALL. | 


A” life ! thou ſhort uncertain blaze, 
Scarce worthy to be wiſh'd or lov'd, 
When by ſtrict death ſo many ways 
So ſoon the ſweeteſt are remov'd. 


In e of life and lovely glow, 
he dear Brucina muſt ſubmit ; 
Nor could ward off the fatal blow, 


With every heauty, grace, and wit. 
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outward charms, and temper ſweet, 

The chearful ſmile, and thought ſublime, 
uld have preſerv'd, ſhe ne er had met 

A change till death had funk with time. 


, r ſoul glanc'd with each heavenly ray, 
Her form with all thoſe beauties fair, 
r which young brides and mothers pray 
ght. And with for to their infant care. , 


ur ſpleen or anger, paſſion rude, 
Thoſe oppoſites to peace and heaven, 
&er pal'd her cheek, or fir d her blood: 
Her mind was ever calm and even. 


dme, faireſt nymphs, and gentle ſwains, 
Give looſe to tears of tender love ; 

5 ew fragrant flowers on her remains, 
While fighing round her grave you move. 


mournful notes your pain expreſs, 

While with reflection you run o'er, 
Iv pw excellent, how good ſhe was! 
* She was! alas! but is no more! 


t piouſly correct your moan, _ 
And raiſe religious theughts on high, 
ter her ſpotleſs ſoul, that's gone 
7a To joys that ne er can fade or die. 
3 
| — — 


ON A stArt's FALLING FROM A HOUSE ON 
Mas. M. M—k's urEtAST. 


Vas Venus angry, and in ſpite 
Allow'd that ſtane to fa”, 
agining theſe breaſts ſo white 
Contain'd a heart of ſnaw ? 


as her wing' d ſon ſae cankert ſet 
To wound her lovely ſkins 
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' Becauſe his. arrows could not get 3 
A paſſage farder in ? r 
No; ſhe is to love's goddeſs dear, owing 
Her ſmiling boy's delight— rows. 
It was ſome hag that doughtna bear ellin 
Sic charms to vex her ſight. | ets* I; 
Some ſilly ſour pretending ſaint, eeting 
In heart an wap of hell, gain 
Whaſe hale religion lies in cant, Hills! 
Her virtue in wrang zeal: nd ye 
She threw the ſtane, and ettled death; d ye: 
But 8 Iphs flew round, ud ye. 
To guard dear ade from all ſkaith, | * ye « 
And quickly cur'd the wound. " n 
lan's | 
ly up 
To my lind and worthy Friends in Ireland, wwho, on « Ref a fanc 
of my Death, made and publifbed ſeveral Elegies, Lyric ing il 
Paſtoral, very much to my Honour. | ' ma 
o brin 
Saane ſnepherds of Hibernia, eikle 5 
Thank ye for your kind concern a Jendid 
When a fauſe report, beguiling, lud for 
Prov'd a draw-back on your Failing 1 op of g 
Dight your een, and . our grievings e for 
Allan's hale, and wiel, wa living, | 'zie's b: 
Singing, laughing, ſleeping 1 | king a 
Cowing beet, and drinking roundly ; Pleaſing 
Drinking roundly rum and claret, Piomel, 
Ale and uſquæ, bumpers fair out, gers {ſu 
„N but ſpilling, ning pi 
e leaſt diamond“ drawing, filling: Nan kind 
Sowling ſonnets on the laſſes, ſting lif 
| Hounding fatires at the aſſes, | d that | 
0 Smiling at the ſurly critics, us to he 
"A Aud the pack-horſe of politics; | ve a' ye 


[? | See Page 27; vol. I. F< grate 
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inting meadows, ſchaws and mountains, 

booking burns and flowing fountains, 

owing fountains, where ilk gowan 

rows about the borders glowan ; 
elling ſweetly, and inviting 

ets* lays, and lovers meeting; 
ecting kind to niffer kiſſes, 

weaining for better bliſſes. 

Hills in dreary dumps now lying, 

nd ye Zephyrs ſwiftly flying, 

id ye rivers gently turning, 

nd ye Philomelas mourning, 

nd ye double ſighing echoes, 

aſe your ſobbing, tears, and hey ho's! 

niſh a' your care and grieving, 

Ilan's hale, and wiel, and living, 

ly up on morning's ſhining, 

a fancy warm refining. 

ving ilka verſe a burniſh 

hat maun ſecond volume furniſh, 

o bring in frae lord and lady 

eikle Bike and part of ready ; 

lendid thing of conſtant motion, 

Nd for in the ſoùthern ocean; 

op of gentry, nerve of battles, 

ze for which the gameſter rattles ; 
zie's banes, deceitfu', kittle, 

king a” to gain a little. 

Pleaſing Philip's tunefu' tickle, 

lilomel, and kind Arbuckle ; 

gers ſweet, baith lads and laſſes, 

ning pipes on hill Parnaſſus, 

lan kindly to you wiſhes 

ſting life, and rowth of bliſſes ; 

d that he may, when ye ſurrender 

uls to heaven, in numbers tender, 

ve a' your fames a happy heezy, 

d gratefully immortalize ye. 


on a Ref 
s, Lyris 4 
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AN ADDRESS OF THANKS 


FROM THE 
SOCIETY OF RAKES, 


To the pious Author of an Fſſay upon improving and adding 
the Strength of GREAT BRITAIN aud IRELAND by Fo 


NICATION *, 


We Noblemen, Barons and Burgeſſes of the foreſaid Cl 


to the Rev. PHILOSARK, Greeting, 
HANKS and renown be ever thine, 


O daring ſen/ibie Divine, 
Who in a few learn'd pages, 
Like great Columbus, now diſcovers 


A pleaſing warld to a* young lovers 
| Unkend to by-paſt ages. 


Down, down with the Repenting-Stpol:, 
That gart the younkers lock like fools 
Before the congregation : 
Since thou, /earn'd yourh, of riſing fame, 
Proves that there's neither fin nor ſhame 
In ſimple Fornication. 


Now lads laugh a', and take your wills, 
And fcowp around like tups and bulls— - 
Have at the bonny laſſes: 
For conſcience has nae mair to ſay, 
Our Clergyman has clear'd the way, 
And proven our fathers aſſes. 


* This Piece, and the following one, not baving « 
peared in any Collection of Mr. Ranſay's Poems hitherto fr 
lifted, the Proprietors of this bope, as they are no way infer 
in point of merit, to the refs of bis proditiions, that giving th 
# place in their Elition, wil} be agreeabie ts Weir numer 
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Our donard dads, ſnool'd with their wives, 
o girn and ſcart our wretched lives 
** Till death, bound to a fixt ane. 
But now as free as cocks and ſparrows, 
e lawfully may ſhift our marrows, 
And wheelround to the next ane. 


Thus any mettled man may have, " 
Between his cradle and his grave, 
By lawfu” Fornication, 
Bairns mony mae, with far leſs din, 
hus free, and be mair uſefu* in 
| His day and generation. 


ind adding 
vo by Fo 


reſaid Cle 


Thus we may patriotiſm ſhaw, 
And ſerve our country ane and a 
ges, a fu gp 
By fruitfu* propagation : 
hus will we bravely man our fleet, 
bus make our regiments a' complete, 
And clear frae debts the nation. 


Hence ſhall we never mair hear tell, 
Or laſfes leading apes in hell, 
Like them wha aften harl'd 
\ne uſeleſs life up to fourſcore, 
cal maids, and ſcarcely kend wherefore 
They were ſent to the warld. 


The mimmeſt now, without a bluſh, 
lay ſpeer, if any Billy fpruſh 
Has fancy for her beauty: 
or ſince the awband's tane away, . 
Mes. he bonny laſs has nought to ſay 
Againſt a moral duty. 


EA * Adultery is the warſt of crimes, 

wey infer nd calls for vengeance on theſe times, 

„ giving 1 | As practis'd in this nation: 
lr auer Put that vile ſin can be no more, 


Then Marriage is turn'd out of door, 
By franker Fornications 
Vol. II. G 
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Peace be to you in daughters rife, 
Since nane needs now to be a wife; 
Their tochers winna faſh ye: 
That univerſal ane of Crammond, 
That gaes alang with a good Gammond, 
Will let aff ilka laſſie. 


Yet ſome by your new light will loſe ; 

For thoſe wha kirk-affairs engroſs, 
Their ſeſſion- books may burn all, 
Since Fornication's pipe's put out, 
What will they have to crack about, 
. Or jot into their journal ? 

Even fell K. T. that gart us ban, 

And eke, that ſetting dog, his man, 
| May turn 7olian ſingers ; 

Or uſe a teugh S:. Jobaſſon ribbon ; 
For now the gain they were ſo glib on, 

| Is ſlipt out of their fingers. 


| Nae mair at early hours, and late, 
Shall they round bawdy houſes wait, 
3; Like cats for ſtraggling mice; 
—_—_ is that fund of fending, 
When Fornicaters, for offending, 
They gart pay ony price. 
Rejoice ye lads of little rent, | 
Who loo'd the game, but did lament, 
Your purſes being ſkranky, 
The dearth of Forny's now away, 
Since lawfu', ye have nought to pay, 
But welcome, and we thank ye. 


Poor Fornicatort, now grown auld, 
Whale blood begins to creep but cauld, 
Will grumble with reflection, 
To think what faſhry they gade thro), 


Dear Doctor, — ane like you, 3 
o give them right direction. 


= 


irn all, 


ce; 


On, 


ion. 
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What ſay ye for yourſells, ye prieſts, 
For naming kind wwhoremaſters beaſts, 

When ufing of their freedom? 
e hope ye'll ceaſe to take offence | 
\t worthy wives, like Lucky Spence, 
Or uſefn* Mother Needbam. 


Look up, ye matrons, if ye can, 
d bleſs the reverend pious man, 
Who proves that your procuring, 
now ſae far frae being a crime, 
hat devotees, when paſt their prime, 
May lend a hand to whoring. 


The fair ane, frighted for her fame, 
Shall, for her kindneſs, bear nae blame, 
Or with kirk-cenſure grapple ; 
Vhilk gart ſome aft, their leefu* lane, 
gring to the warld the luckleſs wean, 
5 And ſneg its infant chrapple. 


For which, by rude unhallow'd fallows, 
hey were ſurrounded to the gallows, 

| Making fad reufu' murgeons, 
Till their warm pulſe forgot to play 
They ſang, they ſwang, and ſank away,” 
Syne were gi'en to the ſurgeons, 


O Leader, ſee that ye be ſure, 
hat tis nae fin to play the whore ; 
For ſome in haly ſtation, 
he contrair threep, and fair abuſe ye: 
but we'll att drink your health, and rooſe ye, 
or rooſing Fornication. 


We might foreſee, the canker'd ergy 
Wad with vile bet'rodoxy charge ye, 
And caſt ye out frac *mang them: 
But that has been the common fate 
Of a” Refermer:, wha debate, 
Or ſtruggle to 0'ergang them. 
2 a 
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Rejoice ye lads of little rent, | 
Who loo'd the game, but did lament, O Z 
Your purſes being fkranky, hat 
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What fay ye for yourſells, ye prieſts, 
, or naming kind whoremaſters beaſts, 
* When uſing of their freedom ? 
e hope ye'll ceaſe to take offence 
At worthy wives, hke Lucky Spence, 
Or uſefn* Mother Needbam. 


Look up, ye matrons, if ye can, 
d bleſs the reverend pious man, 
Who proves that your procuring, 
s now ſae far frae being a crime, 
That devotees, when paſt their prime, 
May lend a — to whoring. 


urn all, 


The fair ane, frighted for her fame, 
Shall, for her kindneſs, bear nae blame, 
Or with kirk-cenſure grapple ; 
Vhilk gart ſome aft, their leefu' lane, 
Bring to the warld the luckleſs wean, 
* And ſneg its infant thrapple. 


For which, by rude unhallow'd fallows, 
ce; hey were ſurrounded to the gallows, 
J Making ſad reufu* murgeons, 
Till their warm pulſe forgot to play: | 
They ſang, they ſwang, and fink away,” 
Syne were gi'en to the ſurgeons, 


O Leader, ſee that ye be ſure, 
hat tis nae fin to play the whore ; 
g or ſome in haly ſtation, 
he contrair threep, and fair abuſe ye: 
K ye. But we'll aft drink you health, and rooſe ye, 
or roofing Fornication. 


We might foreſee, the canker'd clergy 
Vad with vile bet'rodoxy charge ye, 


on 
: And caſt ye out frac *mang them: 
But that has been the common fate 
jon. Of a” Refermers, Wha debate, 


Or firuggle to 0'crgang them. 
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But letna their ill-word diſturb ye; 
Tis but a blaſt, they canna curb ye, 
Or cramp your new devotions. 
A Briton free thinks as he likes, | 
And, as his fancy takes the fykes, 
May preach or print his notions, 


Be ſatisfied, your docs ine new 
Will favour find with not a few, ay J 
It being ſae inviting. 
And tho they kick ye frae their 4ir4, - 
For that ſma'” ſkaith ye need not irk, 
We'll make ye a bra” meeting. 


O had we fifty vacant kirks, 
By pith, or ſlight, or ony quirks, For lo! 
And we erected patrons ! 
Then ſhou'd ye ſee the patron act Do not 
Demoliſh a the margoro pack, | ince 1 
d ſeſſions rul'd by matrons. 
The fatteſt ſtipend ſhou'd be thine, 
Thou pious and maiſt pure divine, Ti 


Thy right is'back'd with reaſon: 
For wha can doubt your care of ſauls, 
Wha loudly for mae bodies calls, 
| In this degenerate ſeaſon. 


yo 


nd tc 

But nine and forty pulpits ſtill To vie 
Wou'd then remain for you to fill, his ry 
| With men of mighty gifts. Ind ar 

Then, ſtudents, there were hopes for you, ae ty 
Wha're of the learn'd free- thinking crew, \ ftym: 
And now are at your ſhifts. Ane 

Your E/ay ſhaws your eloquence, o his 
Your * ſtile 5 flow of ſenſe ; | he Cc 
And tho? ſome ſay ye blunder hat f 


Ye do them ſae with Scripture pelt, 
They will be forc'd to thumb your belt 
At laſt, and a” knock under. 
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Your ſcheme muit take; for, let us tell ye, 
"Tis a good trade that fills the belly, 


C The proverb proves it plainly : 
It. d to ſay goodneſs is not wr” N 
ad ſhaw a mind extremely rude, 

ions. To argue ſo profanely. 


Thou well deſerveſt high pronrotion, 

ha'ſt wrote with fic a lively motion 
Upon — 

' enrich a kingdom, better far 

han that curſt buſineſs of war, 

ing. That uſhers deſolation. 


Doctor, farewel, O never ſtint, 
For love's ſweet ſake to preach and print, 
Tho” ſome with Bedlam ſhore ye; 
Do not ſma” puniſhment regard, | 
ince virtue has its ain reward, 


In perſecution glory. 
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ONS. 


THE EAGLE AND ROBIN RED-BREIST®. 


1 prince of a* the fethert kind, 
That with ſpred wings out fleis the wind, 
nd tow'rs far out of human ſicht 
To view the ſchynand orb of licht; 
his ryall 4ird, tho? braif and great, 
und armit ſtrang for ſtern debalt, 
lae tyrant is, but condeſcends 
Aftymes to treit inferior friends. 
8. Ane day at his command did flock 
o his hie palace on a rock, 
| he courtiers of ilk various ſize 
nder, hat ſwiftly ſwim in chryſtal ſkies; 


3 


-eaſon ; 


ler. For an account of this Porn, ſoz the Tranſaftlon: of the 
Antiquarian Society of Edinburgh, page 395. 


78 POEMS. 


—_—k 


Thither the valiant Terſals doup, 

And heir rapacious Corbies croup, 

With greidy Gleds and ſlie Gormabs, 

And dinſome Pyi:s and clatterin Datu: 

Proud Pecocts, and a hundred mae, 

Bruſcht up their pens that ſolemn day, 

Bow'd firſt ſubmiſſive to my Lord, 

Then tuke their places at his borde. 
Mein tyme af le feiſting on a fawn, 

And drinking blude frae Zamies drawn, 

A tunefull Kobin, trig and zung, 

Hard by upon a bour-tree ſung. 

He ſang the Eagle's ryall lyne, 

His perſing ee and richt 3 

To — out · wre the fetherit thrang, 
uha dreid his martial bill and fang: 

His flicht ſublime, and eild renewit, 

His mynd with clemencie endewit; 

In ſafter notes he ſang his luve, 

Mair hie his beiring bolts for Jove. 

The monarch Bird with blythneſs hard 

The chaunting litil ſilvan bard, 

Calit up a Buzart, quha was thn 

His favourite and chamberlane. 

Swith to my treaſury, quod he, 

And to zon canty Nobis gie 

As mekle of our currant geir 

As may mentain him throw the zeir ; 

We can weil ſpairt, and it's his due, 

He bad, and furth the Fudas flew, 

Straight to the bench quhair Xobia ſung, 

And with a wickit lieand tung, 

Said, Ah! ze fing ſae dull and ruch, 

Ze haif deivt our lugs mair than enuch, 

His Majeſtie hes a nyſe eir, 


* 


And nae mair of zour ſtuff can beir ; 


Poke up zour pypes, be nae mair {ene 
At court, 5 warn ze as a frein. 
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He ſpak, quhyle, Kline twelling breiſt, 
nd drouping wings his greif, 
he teirs ran happing doun Ain cheik, 
rit grew his hairt, he cou'd nocht ſpeik, 
o for the tinſell of rewaird, 
ut that his notis met nae regaird; 
traicht to the ſchaw he ſpred his wing, 
tcſolvit again nae maar to ſing, 
Duhair princehe bountie is ſuppreſt, 
y fic with quhome they are oppreſt, 
Juha cannot beir (becauſe they want it) 
hat ocht ſuld be to merit grantit. 
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SCO TS SONGS. 


THE HAPPY LOVER'S REFLECTIONS. 


1 laſt time I came o'er the muir, 
J left my love behind me: 
Ye powers! what pain do I endure, 
hen ſoft ideas mind me : 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay 
Gazing and chaſiely ſporting ; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 
E'en kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may | is me; 
Vet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To Faſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpeR of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter ; 

Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 

Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
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Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


— 
AM. FED. 
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e next time I go o'er the muir 
She ſhall a lover find me: 
TONS. Wd that my faith is firm and pure, 
ho” J left her behind me: 
en Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom; 
ere, while my being does remain, 


y love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 
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THE LASS OF PATIE'S MILL. 


HE Laſs of Patie's Mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
ſpite of all my ſkill, 
She ſtole my heart away. . 
hen tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed on the green, 
ve *midiſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


r arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 
o age it wou'd give youth 
To preſs em with his hand. 
ro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
en I ſuch ſweetneſs fan” 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


ithout the help of art, | 

Like flowers which grace the wild, 

e did her ſweets impart, 

Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 

r looks they were ſo mild, l 
free from affected pride, 
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She me to love beguil'd : 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had J all that wealth 

Hopetoun's high mountains * fill, 
Infur'd lang life and health, 

And pleaſure at my will ; 
I'd promiſe and- fulfil, 

hat nane but bonny ſhe, + 

The laſs of Patie's Mill, 

Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi” me. 


—— 2 — 
1 DELIA. 


Tune — Green Slecvcs. 
YE watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 

Of my dear Delia take a care 

And repreſent her lover 
With all the gaiety of youth, 
With honour, juſtice, love, and truth, 
'Till I return, "a paſſions ſooth, 

For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 
With foul ſunk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue but to ſave, 

With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her for me ſhe was delign'd, 
For me, who knows how to be kind, 
And have more plenty in my mind 

Than one who's ten times richer, 


* Hopetoun's high mountains, thirty-three miles fouth-n 
of Edinburgh, where the Right Hen. the Bari of Hupet 


mines of gold and lead are. 
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et all the world turn upſide down, 
| fools run an eternal round, 
ueſt of what can ne er be found, 

o pleaſe their vain ambition. 

little minds great charms eſpy 

adows, which at diſtance he, 

oſe hop'd-for pleaſure, when come nigh, 
proves nothing in fruition. 


But, caſt into a mould divine, 
Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 
virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure. 
poets in ſublimeſt lays 
ploy their ſkill her fame to raiſe ; 
ſons of muſic paſs whole days, 
ith well-tun'd reeds, to pleaſe her. 


— — —— 


THE YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE. 


April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
ind ſummer approaching rejoiceth the Twain, 
Yellow-Hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 


ids and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 
grow. 


here, under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, 

h freedom he ſung his loves, ev'ning and morn ; 
ang with fo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

t ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


4 


e ſhepherd thus ſung : Tho young Maia be fair, 
beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air; 
Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd fing, 


breath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpring. 


at Maia, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth 3 
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But Suſie was faithful, good humour'd and free, 


And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 
Thatmamma'sfine daughter, with all hergreat dow 


Was aukwardly airy, an frequently ſour : 
Then fighing, he wiſh'd, wou'd parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


1 
NANN YO. 


WW PLE ſome for pleaſure pawn their health, 
*Twixt Lais“ and the Bagnio, 

I'll fave myſelf, and without ſtealth 

Kiſs and careſs my Nanny—O. | 

She bids more fair t' engage a Jove, 

Than Leda did or Danae—O+ : 

Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 

None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny—0. 


How joyfully my fpirits riſe, 

When dancing ſhe moves finely—O ; 

I gueſs what heav'n is * her eyes, 

Which ſparkle ſo divinely—O. 

Attend my vow, ye Ba while I 

Breathe in the bleſt Britanni'—O, 

None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Nanny—O. 

_ CHORUS, | 

My bonny bonny Nanny—O, 
My loving charming Nanny—O, 
I care not tho' the world do know 
How dearly I love Nanny—O. 


* Lais.] A famous Corinthian courteaan. 
_ Leda and Danac.] Too beauties to whom Voce 
love ; to one in the figure of a ſwan, ts the ether in 49 
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-. . BONNY. JEAN. 


reat dow ove's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 
ee, or let the ſnaft at random rove, 
0 For Jeany's haughty heart muſt bleed. 
he ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
hich flew unerring to the heart, 


And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 


more the nymph, with haughty air, 
Refuſes Willie's kind addreſs; 
r yielding bluſhes ſhe no care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
more the youth as ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
hilſt every day he ſpies ſome new 


purpriſing, charms in bonny Jean. 


alth, 


houſand tranſports fire his breaſt, 

le moves as light as fleeting wind, 
former forrows ſeem a ielt, | 

low when his Jeanie is turn'd kind: 
hes he looks on with diſdain, 

The glorious fields of war look mean, 
e chearful hound and horn give pain, 

t abſent from his bouny Jean. 


day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 

"hich ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 
en ſunk in dqwn with glad amaze, 

le wonders at her in his dreams. 2 
charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright = 
han Troy's fair prize, the Spartan queen : | 
h breaking day he lifts his fight, 

1d pants to be with bonny Jean. 

Vol. II. 
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THE KIND RECEPTION. 
Tune — Aud lang ſyne. 


QuovLD auld acquaintance be for 

Tho” they return with ſcars ? 

Theſe are the _— hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars : 

Welcome, my Vara, to my breaft, 
Thy arms about me twine, 

And make me once again as bleſt 
As J was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bough 
A tlwuſand Cupids play, 

Whilſt thro? the groves I walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay, 

Since you return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 

Streams murmur ſoft notes while _ run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate, 
Let that to their ſhare fall 

Who can eſteem fuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded hke a ball ? 

But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 

We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. > 


O'er muir and dale with your gay 1 
You may purſue the chace ; 

And after a blyth bottle end 
All cares in my embrace; 

And in a vacant rainy day 

Fou ſhall be wholly mine; 

We'll make the hours run ſmooth aa 
And laugh 7 at lan 18 * 


\ 
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he hero pleas'd with the ſweet air, 

And figns of gen'rous love, 

hich had been utter'd by the fair, 

Bow'd to the pow'rs above : 

ext day with conſent and glad haſte 

Th? approach'd the ſacred ſhrine, _ 

here the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 

And put them out of pine. 


— i 


—©<— 


THE PENITENT. 
Tunc—-The Laſs of Livingflon. 


0ain'n with her ſlighting Jamie's love, 
Bell dropt a tear—Bell dropt a tear, 
he gods deſcended from above, | 
Well pleas'd to hear—well pleas'd to hear. 
ey heard the praiſes of the youth, 
From her own tongue—from her own tongue, 
ho now converted was to truth, 


And thus ſne ſuhg—and thus ſhe ſung : 


left days when our ingen'ous ſex, - 

More frank and kind—more frank and kind, 

id not their lov*d-adorers vex, 

But ſpoke their mind—but ſpoke their mind. 
REP epenting now ſhe promis'd fair, 

Wov?d he return—wou'd he return, 

enc'er again wou'd give him care, 

Or cauſe to mourn—or cauſe to mourn. - 


2 lov'd I the deſerving ſwain, 

et ſtill thought ſhame—yet ſtill thought ſhame, 
hen he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame—to own my flame ? 

hy took I pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem'd too coywand ſeem'd too coy ? 

'hich makes me now, alas! lament 


My ſlighted joy—my 2 joy. 
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Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
Own your defire—own your delire, 

While love's young power with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire —fans up the fire, 

O do not with a filly pride, 

Or low defign—or low deſign, 

Refuſe to be a happy bride, 
But anſwer plain—but anſwer plain. 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime; 

With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes ; 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 

With ſweet ſurpriſe—with ſweet ſurpriſe. 
Some god had led him to the grove, 

His mind unchang*d—his mind unchang'd, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

I am reveng'd=I am reveng'd ! 


1 
LOVE'S CURE. 
Tune—Peggy I muſt love ther, 


A* from a rock, paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 
His native home, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying ; 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives onbop? d ſurpriſe, 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom I long lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was and deſerted, 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits moy'd, 
To be for ever parted: 
Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 
I found in Peggy's mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
ut virtue more engaging. 


Since 
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hen now, ſince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying, 
g et beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying; 
I haſte dull courtſhip. to a cloſe, 
ince marriage can my fears oppoſe, 
Vhy ſnou'd we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee ? 


en may be fooliſh; if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 
o ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 
uch was my caſe for many a year, 
till hope ſucceeding to my fear, 
alſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far out- nine them. 


0. 


ODE. 


ENCE every thing that can 
Diſturb the quiet of man; 
Be blyth, my foul, 
In a full bowl 
Drown thy care, 
And repair 
The vital ſtream: 
Since life's a dream, 
Let wine abound, 
And healths go round, 
We'll fleep more ſound ; 
ind let the dull unthinking mob purſue 
ach endleſs wiſh, and _ (heir toil renew. 
3 


, 
1 
* 
4 
Y 
[ 
E 
Y 


— 


. 


3 


— 4 
— — 2 N — 


— 


* 


9 — = — — 0 - 
— 5 — — "—_ b 

— ä By _— 7 
„ oor = 
— * A Le hs" — 7 
4 5 * . = g 
= —— —— . "a4 

— 


2 — % 
- * * 
* > = 


go SCOTS SONGS. 


— — — — — 


BESSY BELL AND MARY GRAY. 


O Brssy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They were twa bonny laſſes, 


They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 


And theek'd it o'er wi” raſhes. 

Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter: 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap, 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phoebus ſtarts frac Thetis“ lap, 

The hills wi' rays adorning : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 

Her waiſt and feet's fu* genty, 
WY ilka grace ſhe can command, 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like the craw, 
Her eyes like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean redd up and braw, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, wi' wit at will, 

She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs ſae graccfy” ſtill, 

O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us, 

Our fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bonny lafles: + 

Woae's me, for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're Rented ; 


Then Pl! draw cuts, and take my fate, 


And be wi” ane contented, 


SINCE v. 
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THE 


YOUNG LAIRD AND EDINBURGH KATY. 


ow wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 
Coming down the ſtreet, my Jo, 
miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 

bu bonny, braw, and ſweet, my Jo. 
ly dear, quoth I, thanks to the night 

hat never wiſh'd a lover ill; 

zince ye re out of your mither's ſight, 

Let's tak* a wauk up to the hill. 


D Katy, wiltu gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while? 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the ſummer's gawn to fnule ; 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The bleating lambs and whiſtling hind, 
n ilka dale, green ſhaw, and park, 
Will nouriſh health and glad ye'r mind. 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Does bend his morning draught of dew, 
'e'll gae to ſome burn-fide and play, 
And gather flow'rs to buſk ye'r brow. 
Ve'll pou the daizies on the green, 
The lucken gowans frae the bog; 
Between hands now and then well lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. - 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 3 
A wee piece frae my father's tower, 
canny, ſaft, and flow'ry den, | 
Which circling birks has form'd a bower + 

Vhene'er the fun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cooler ſhade remove, 
here will I lock thee in mine arms, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 
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KATY'S ANSWER, 


M* mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
Tho? ſhe did the ſame before me, 
I canna get leave 
- Tolouk at my love, 
Or elſe ſhe ll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I tak* ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher, 
| Then, Sandy, yell fret, 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. 


For tho* my father has plenty 
Of filler and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco fwear 
+ To twin wi' his gear; 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my parents wi” caution, 
Be wylic in ilka motion; 
+ Brag wiel o' ye'r land, 
And there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 


SPOKEN TO MRS. N=, 


A POEM wrote without a thought, 
> By notes may to a ſong be brought, 
Tho” wit, be ſcarce, low the deſign, 
And numbers lame in _ev*ry line: 
But when fair Chriſty this ſhall ſing 
In concert with the trembling ſtring, 
O then the poet's often prais'd, 
For charms ſo [weet a voice hath rais'd. 
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MARY SCOTT. 


APPY'S the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 

ut words are wanting to diſcover 

he torments of a hopeleſs lover. 

eregiſters of heav*n relate, 

looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

id you there ſee mark'd for my marrow, 

ary Scott, the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
er love the gods above muſt ſhare, 
hile mortals with deſpair explore her, 
nd at a diſtance due adore her. 

lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
evive and bliſs me with a ſmile ; 

las ! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 

ghing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
y Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 
hen PII go tell Fer all mine anguiſh ; 
he is too good to let me languiſh. 
ith ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
he folks who dwell above the ſky : 
hen Mary Scott's become my marrow, 
'e'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 


r 


O' ER BOGIE, 
WILL awa' wi' my love, 


1 will ava" wi” ber, 
5% 4 my kin had ſworn and ſaid, 
Ter Begie i' ber. 


| 
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If I can get but her conient, 
I dinna care a ſtrae, 
Tho' ilka ane be diſcontent, - 
Awa' wi' her I'll gae. 
4 will awa'; &. 


For now ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And wiel I wat we ſhanna part 
For filler or for land. | 

Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaux admire fine lace, 

But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny face. 


T will atea, &. 


There a' the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, traits, and air, 
The ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare : 
Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' her other charms, 
How bleſt I'll be when ſhe's my wife, 
And lockt up in my arms. 
1 will aua, &c, 


There blythly will I rant and ſing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
III cry, Your humble ſervant, king, 
Shame fa' them that wa'd change. 
A kiſs of Betty and a ſmile, 
Abeit ye wad lay dun 
The right ye ha'e to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me your crown. 
4 will awa'y &c. 
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O'ER THE MUIR TO MAGGY. 


A xD I'll o'er the muir to Maggy, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me; 

hen to my fair I'll ſhow my mind, 

Whatever may befal me: 

f ſhe love mirth, I'll learn to ſing ; 

Or likes the Nine to follow, 
lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, 
And inyocate Apollo. 


f ſhe admire a martial mind, 
PI! heath my limbs in armour ; 
to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 
With gayeft airs I'll charm her; 
{ ſhe love grandeur, day and night 
I' plot my nation's glory, 
ind favour in my prince's ſight, 


And ſhine in future ſtory. 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding, 

nd braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 

ly bonny Maggy's love can turn 

Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 

in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn 
Which in my boſom bleezes. 


— Re 


FLL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 


JONNY. 


noꝰ for ſeven years and mair hon6ur ſhould reave me 
To fields where cannons rair, thou needna grieve 
thee ; 
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For deep in my ſpirit thy fweets are indented, 
And love ſhall preſerve ay” what love has imprinted, 
Leave thee, leave thee, ll never leave thee, 


Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 


NELLY, 


O Jonny, I'm jealous, whene'er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, yell turn a looſe rover; 
And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer. kind] 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 


. Frae 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! Loves 
A” the lang night and day, if you deceive me. Tune 

My Nelly, let never ſic fancies oppreſs ye, As * 
For while my blood's warm I'll kindly careſs ye; W 


Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted love's fire, Whil 
Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 


Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, oh T 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. ; —_ 
NELLY. That 

Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye Polo 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me trow ye Amon 


And gin ye prove fauſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, _ 
Ye'll win but ſma* honour to wrang a kind maiden. I We'll 
Reave me, reave me, heav'ns ! it wad reave me 


Of my reſt night aud day, if ye deceive me. 254 
JONNY. bou ſhali 
To tak 


Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the . 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair _— ruddy ; 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never. till that time believe Ill betray ye. 

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 2 


The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e' er 1 deceive thee. 


Y ſmo 
Aft c 
viel th 
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POLWART ON THE GREEN. 


Polwart on the green 

If you'll meet me the morn, 
y Where laſſet do conveen 
er; To dance about the thorn ; 
urer. kindly welcome ye ſhall meet 
. Frae her wha likes to view 

lover and a Jad complete, 0 
0 The lad and lover you. 
et dorty dames fay na, 

As lang as &er they pleaſe, 
s ye; em caulder than the ina” 


s fire, While inwardly they bleeze. 
gher- Wit I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 

Co e ever to the captive kind, 


That langs na to be free. 


ye t Polwart on the green, 
> trow ye Among the new-maun hay, 
| then, i ſangs and dancing keen 
maiden. 


We'll paſs the heartſome day. 


me t night if beds be der thrdang laid, 
. And thou be tzyin'd of thine, 
bou ſoalt be wwelcome, my dear lad, 
nac; To tal a part of mine. 
* Fuddy 3 — e 
bey ye, 
wy JOHN HAY'S BONNY LASSIE. 
'3 
eive thee. 


r ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill ive pining 
vſcll thus away, and darena diſcover 

my bonny Hay, that I am her lover. 
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Nae n mair it will hide, the flame waxes firanger, 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer; 
Then II. tak” a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, eber we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and ling, bidding day a good-monWly w. 


The {ward of the mead enamel'd wi ' daifies, (roy ein I 
Locks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces 5 FER 
ove 

But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, Sae |; 

The fountains run clear, and flowers {meil the ſweeter Hur ſp: 

*Tis heav'n to be by, when her wit is a-flowing, And 

Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a-glowing. Ib 
The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm Wounded, nd N, 

Struck dumb wi' amaze, my mind is eee But ſind 

I'm a in a fire dear maid to careſs y | Ye gc 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny la e. / rovide 

But l. 
— — — get thi 
In pre 
GENTY TIBBY AND SONST NELLY. 
Tune—Tibby Forwler in the Glen. 
Tua has a fore of charms, To 
Her genty ſhape our fancy warms, * 

How ſtarkly can her ſma* white arms, 1 4 
Fetter the lad wha looks but at her; — 

Frae ancle to her flender waiſt, d wit: 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her ; 

Her roſie cheek and riſing breaſt, 3410 
Gar ane's mouth guſh'bowt fou o' waters 1 
Nelly's gawſy, ſaft, and gay, Te 

Freſh as the lucken flowers in May, er fro: 

Ilu ane that ſees her, cries, Ab, bey / he far 


She's bonny, O I wonder at her! | Fra caul 
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The wind's drifting hail and ſna” 

er frozen hags like a foot ba', 

ae ſtarns keek thro? the azure ſlit, 

[is cauld and mirk as ony pit, 
44 4A 
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inger, he dimples of her chin and cheek, 
r; And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her, 
ler lips fae ſweet, and ſkin ſae ſleek, 
her. Gar mony mouths beſide mine water. 
ora, Now ſtrike my fingers in a bore, 
good- moi ly wyſon with the maiden ſhore, 
ſrov in I can tell whilk I am for, 
- graces When theſe twa flars appear the gither. 
O love! why doſt thou gre thy fires 
ery Sae large? while we're obliged to nither 
e ſweeter ur ſpacious ſauls* immenſe deſires, 
ing, And ay be in a hankerin ſwither, 
* Tibby's ſhape and airs are fine, 
inded, nd Nelly's beauties are divine ; 
mded ; ut fince they canna baith be mine, 
| Ye gods, give ear to my petition ; 
rovide a good lad for the tane, 
But let it be wi' this proviſion, 
get the other to my lane, 
In proſpect une and fruition, 
LL. . 
UP IN THE AIR, 
Tow the ſun's gane out o' ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 
glens the faries ſkip and dance, 
ind witches wallop o'er to France, 
a Up in the air 
75 On my bonny grey mare. 
nd I ſee her yet, and I lee her yet, 
X Up in, &c. II 


OO — Woo oo Oo 
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The man i' the moon 
Is carouſing aboon, 
D'ye ſee, d'ye ſee, dye ſee him yet. 
e man, &c. 


Take your glaſs to clear your een, 
*Tis the elixir hales the ſpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lovers fire, 

Up in the air, 


It drives away care, 
, *, 


| Ha'e wi” ye, ha'e wi? ye, and ha'e wi' ye, lads, yet. 


Up in, &c. 
Steek the doors, keep out the froft, 


Come, Willy, gi'es about your toaſt, 


Till't lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bowt, 
Up. wr't there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair, 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads yet. 
Up wi't, &c. 


TO MRS. A. C: 


A SONG. 


Tune All in the Downs, 


WII beauty blazes heavenly bright 
The muſe can no more ceaſe to ſing, 
Than can the lark, with riſing light, 
Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 
The morning ſhines; harmonious birds mount high: 
The dawning beauties ſmile, and poets fly. 


Young Annie's budding graces claim 
Th' inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays; 
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And kindle in the breaſt a ame, 
Which muſt be vented in her praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 
E'er one fo like an angel tread the green. 


Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts; 
hen ſhe appears, take the alarm: 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow trom each charm. 
Around her eyes and ſmiles the Graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy neck and breaſts reſort. 


But vain muſt every caution prove, 

When ſuch enchanting ſweetneſs ſhines, 
The wounded ſwain muſt yield to love, 
And wonder, tho' he hopeleſs pines. 
Such flames the foppiſh butterfly ſhon'd ihun ; 

The eagle's only fit to view the ſun, 
She's as the opening lily fair, 
Her lovely features are complete: 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare 
With angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. 
Theſe virtues which divinely deck her mind, 
Exalt each beauty of the inferior kind. 


Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy town, 
O! happy he her favour gains, 
Unhappy ! if ſhe on him frown. 
The muſe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 
Adieu, he ſings, an thrice repeats her name. 


— — 
TO MRS. E. C.: 
A SONG. 
Tune — 


Now Phoebus advances on high 7 
No footiteps ot winter are Icen; 
0 
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The birds carol fweet in the ſky, 
And lambkins dance reels on the green. 


Thro? groves, and by rivulets clear, 
We wander for pleaſure and health, 

Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and of wealth. 


View every gay ſcene all around, 
That are and that promiſe to be; 

Yet in them all nothing is found 
So perfect, Eliza as thee. 


Thine eyes the clear fountains excel ; 
Thy locks they out-rival the grove ; 

When Zephyrs theſe pleaſingly ſwell, 
Each wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lilies combin'd, 
And flowers of moſt delicate hne, 

By thy cheek and thy breaſts are outſhin'd, 
Their tinctures are nothing ſo true. 


What can we compare with thy voice, 
And what with thy humours ſo ſweet ? 
No muſic can bleſs with ſuch joys ; 
Sure angels are juſt ſo complete. 


Fair bloſſom of every delight, 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſands ont-ſhine, 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſtingly bright, 
Being mixt with ſo many divine. 


Ye powers, who have given ſuch charms 
To Eliza, your nope below, 
O ! ſave her from all human harms, 


And make her hours happily flow, 
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TO CALISTA: 
A SONG. 


Tune=-! wiſh my Love were in a Mire. 
HE ſung=—the youth attention gave, 


And charms on charms efpies, 
ben all in raptures falls a fiave, 
Beth to her voice and eyer. 
o ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern Maid, 
Like thine, ſcraphic were her charms, 
hat in Circaſſia's vineyards ſtray'd, 
Aad bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


thouſand fair of high deſert, | 

Strave to enchant the amorous king : 

ut the Circaſiian gain'd his heart, 

And taught the royal bard to ſing. 

aliſta thus our ſang inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays ; 
ut while each charm our boſom fires, 
Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe, 


ler mind, in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human fkill ; 
ler majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
Let ſerapùhs ſing her if they will: 
hilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view, 
iewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 
To whom an adoration's due. 


_— 
A SONG. 


Tune Tocbaber no more, 


AREWEL to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 


Where heartſome with thee I've mony day been; 
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For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 
Thoꝰ bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes riſe, and riſe every wind, 


They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind: 


Tho? loudeſt of thunder on louder waves rore, 
That's naithing like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me my heart is ſair pain'd ; 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain d; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muit deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory, my Jeanie, maun plead my excuſe ; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be. 

I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhou'd luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o er; 


And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


— —__ 


LASS WITH A LUMP OF LAND. 


E mea laſs with a lump of land, 
And we for life ſhall gang the gither ; 

Tho” daft or wiſe I'll never —. 

Or black or fair it makſnz whether. 
I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 

And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling ; 
But ſhe that's rich her market's made, 

For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Cre me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And in my boſom I'll ug my treaſure ; 
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in [had anes her gear in my hand, 

Shou'd love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure. 
ugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 

[ hate with poortith, tho” bonny, to meddle ; 
leſs they bring caſh, or a lamp of land, 
They ſe never get me to dance to their fiddle. 
here's meikle good love in bands and bags, 

And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion ; 
beauty, and wit, and virtue, in rags, 

Have tint the art of gaining affection. 

ye tips his arrows with woods and parks, 

And caſtles, and rigs, and muirs and meadows ; 
ud naithing can catch our modern ſparks, 
But wiel tocher'd laſſes, or jointar'd \ widows. 


VIRTUE AND WIT 
THE PRESERVATIVES or LOVE AND BEAUTY, 
TO MRS. XK. H. 


Tune—£Aillicrankie. 


ONFESS thy love, fair bluſhing maid ; 
For ſince thine eye's conſenting, 

y ſafter thoughts are a' betray d, 

And naſays no worth tenting. 

hy aims chou to oppole thy mind, 


Wi words thy wiſh denying ? 
ice nature made thee to be kind, 8 
Reaſon allows complying. 
ature and reaſon's joint conſent 
Make love a facred bleſſing; 
hen happily that time is ſpent 
That's war'd on kind careſſing. 
dme then, my Katie, to my arms, 
I'll be nae mair a rover, 
find out heav'n in a” thy charms, 
and prove a faithful lover. * 


——————— — ——¼3ĩ 


oO — — 
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She, What you deſign by nature's law, 
Is fleeting inclination ; 

That Willy-Wiſp bewilds us a? 
By its infatuation. 

When that gaes out, careſſes tire, 
And love's nae mair in ſeaſon ; 


Syne weakly we blaw up the fire, o fonc 
wr a” our boaſted reaſon. a pain t 
He. The beauties of inferior caft Bear \ 
May ſtart this juſt reflection ; ar wit 
But charms like thine maun always laſt, ever n 
Where wit has the protection, ay nai 


Virtue and wit, like April rays, 
Make beauty rife the ſweeter ; 


The langer then on thee I gaze, 


My love will grow completer. 


a — ND T 
* 1 And 
SONG. And 
| Gif! 
Tune Til gar ye be fain to follow me, r — 4 
| He. Whi 
: Un 
DIEV for a while, my native green plains, d ſecure 
My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains I'm 1 
Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ftart eaſily free, To le 
Were minutes not ages while abſent frac thee. d ſyne 
She, Then tell me the reaſon thou do'ſt not obey Few 1 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away; Will | 
Alake ! thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, o bluſf 
A lover ſae roving will never mind me. mn 0 
nd ( 
He. The reaſon unhappy is owing to fate, hate 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, n 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, | Do 


To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee, 


Jes 
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i. Small fortune may ſerve where love has the way 
hen, Johny, be counſell'd nae langer to ſtray ; 

r while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
ntented I'll ay find a treaſure in thee. 


Ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I'll betray 
weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 

» fondneſs, which may prove a ruin to thee, 

pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me. 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs ye flow'rs ; 
ar witneſs, ye watchful inviſible pow rs, 

ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 

ay naithing propitious e' er {mile upon me. 


en 
SONG. 


Tune—We'll 1 Kelſo ge. 


ND I'll awa' to bonny Tweed-ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he ſall be mine, 
Gif ſae he incline ;. 
r T'hate-to lead apes below. 
While young and fair, 
Ill make it my care, 
o ſecure myſell in a jo; 
I'm no fic a fool, 
To let my blood cool, 
d ſyne gae lead apes below. 


Few words, bonny lad, 
Will eithly perſuade, 

a0 bluſhing, I daftly ſay no; 
Gae on wi' your ſtrain, 
And doubt not to gain, 

rT hate to lead apes below. 


Unty'd to a man, 
Do whate'er we can, 


* 
——— ů nnln:r—- — - 
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We never can thrive or dow; 
Then Iwill do well, 
Do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 


Our time is precious, 

And gods are gracious, 
That beauties upon us beſtow ; 

*Tis not to be thought - 

We got them for nought, - 
Or to be ſet up for ſhow. 


*Tis carry'd by votes, 
Come kilt up your coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 
Where ſhe that's bonny 
May catch a Johny, 
And never lead apes below. 


— — 
THE WIDOW. 


1 widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew, 
And mony braw things the widow can do; 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. 
Wi' courage attack her baith early and late; 
To kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate: 
Speak wiel, and do better; for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. 


The widow ſhe's youthfu', and never ae hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 
Of every thing lovely ; ſhe's AN and fair, 
And has a rich jointure, my laddie. 

What cou'd ye wiſh better, your ꝓleaſure ta crown, 
Than a idow the bonnieſt toaſt.jn the town, 
Wi' naithing but draw in your foot and fit down, 

And ſport wi” the widow, my laddie. 
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Then till her, and kill her wi' courteſy dead, 
ho' ſtark love and kindneſs be a' ye can plead ; 
heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed 
WY a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 
trike iron while *tis het, if ye'd have it to wald; 
or fortune ay favours the Bee and hauld, 
ut ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unſit for the widow, my laddie. 


— — 


THE STEP-DAUGHTER'S RELIEF. 
Tune—The kirk wad let me bes 


WAS anes a wiel tocher'd laſs, 

My mither left dollars to me; 

t now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 
My ſtep-dam2 has gart them flee. 
father he's aften trace dane, 

And ſhe plays the de'il wi' his j 
e ab = lawtith nor + of 
And keeps the whole houſe in a ſteer, 


2 brews e's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs, and bauld, 
can ſew, And gars me aft fret and repine; 
» hile hungry, haff naked, and cauld, 
ſee her deſtroy what's mine: 
ez t ſoon I might hope a * 
e: And ſoon of my forrows be free, 
beſt gate poortith to plenty wad change, 
t ſhe were hung up on a tree. 
e hair "th Ringan, wha lang time had loo'd 
kair his bonny laſs tenderly, | 
i take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
"if thou wilt gae hame wi' me. 
to crown, FW only vourſell that 1 waat ; 
wily our kindneſs is better to me, 
it downy Fan a' that your ſtepmother, ſcant . . 


grace, now bas taken irae thee. 
Vol. II. 
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I'm but a young farmer, tis true, 
And ye are the ſprout of a laird ; 
But I ha'e milk-cattle enow, 
And rowth of good rucks in my yard. 
Ye ſhall ha'e naithing to faſh ye ; 
Sax ſervants ſhall jouk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 
And gae thy ways hame wi' nie. 


The maiden her reaſon employ'd, 
Not thinking the offer arr | 
Conſented ;—while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 
Received her wi' mony a kiſs. 
And now ſhe fits blythly ſingan, 
And joking her — * a, 
Delighted wi' her dear Ringan, 
That makes her goodyite at hame. 


—OG_ . 
THE SOGER LADDIE. 


M* ſoger laddie is over the ſea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 

And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady; 
My bleſſing gang wi' my ſoger laddie. 

My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a loger and lover behave ; 
True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare wi? my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him, ye angels, frac death in alarms, 
Return him wi' laurels to my langing arms, 
Syne frac a' my care ye'll pleaſantly tree me, 
When back to my, wiſhes my ſoger ye gi'e me. 

O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt if he get his due; 
For in noble actions his courage is ready, 


Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie. 
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ow ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green; 
Sweet taſte the — and cherry ? 

Painting and order pleaſe our een, 

And claret makes us merry : 
But fineſt colours, fruits and flowers, 
And wine, tho” I be thirſty, 
ple a' their charms, and weaker 
Compar'd wi' thoſe of Chriſty. 


en wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting ; 

How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in concert chanting ! 

But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
I'm wrapt in admiration ; 

My thoughts wi' extaſies rejoice 

d drap the hale creation. 


hene er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 

I take the happy omen, 
d aften mint to make advance, 

Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman. 

But dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother, 

WY ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'er-hear him 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour wi” a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her: 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arme _ her. 
I 
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My Chritty w itneſs Tonny — 
Sic joys from tears ariſing ! 

I wiſh this may na be a dream 
O' love the maiſt ſurpriſi 

Time was too recious now * tauk, 
This point of a' his wiſhes 

He wadna wi' ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But wair'd it a' on kiſſes, 


——o-<— 
THE BONNY SCOT. 


Tune—-The Boatman. 


d'G gales, that gently wave the ſea, 
I th leaſe the canny Boat—man, 
Bear me Fase hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny 1 
n haly bands | 
We join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu* lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat—man,._ 
F'er I cou'd for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot—man. 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
vl baze ungenerous faſhion, 
Frae greedy 8 
Love's art to uf e, 
While ſtrangers to its paſſion., 


Frae a fields, my «pe 3 youth, 
Haſte to thy langing | 
ants to preſs thy. bawmy mouth, 
din her boſom hawſe an | 
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Love gies the word, 

Then baſte on board ; 

Fair winds and tenty Boat—man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er, 
Frae yonder ſhore, 

My blyth, my bonny Scot—man. 


* 
LOVE INVITING REASON. 
Tune -I am afletp, do net talen we. 


Wr innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
F'er Annie becaine a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was the ! 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 

Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a jee ; 
O! as thou art bunny, be Faithfu” and canny, 

And favour thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee, 


Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen ? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneafy to thee ? 
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frac theſe een, 
That look with indifference. on poor dying me ? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 
And think on thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee. 


h! ſhou'd a new gown, or a Flander's lace head, 
Or yet a wee coatie, tho" never ſae fine, 
ar thee grow forgetfu”, and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'r mrs to me; 
D! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 


phall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sanny, 
Tho” gilt o'er wi 8 fringes he be, 
3 
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By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at theſe benifons promis'd to me: 

Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me ; 

O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 


Love only thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee. 


O! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, Tow de 
That flade away ſaftly between thee and me, Dr thro 
Ere ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had power 


7 SA! 


To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee. Tho“ w 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a* center'd in me; 
Let nan 


O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, ; 
And loye him wha's langing to center in thee, Nhen t 


That I 
— — 
THE BOB OF DUNBLANE. heir þ 
LL: lend me your bra” hemp heckle, Vhen t 
And I'll lend you my thripling kame; hen ft 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of your trunkies, Vha's | 
Buſk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame : Chen t 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies ; 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblanee 
Be frank, my laſſie, left I grow fickle, A] 
And take my word, and offer again ; VII 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle F x 
Yedid na accept of the Bob of Dunblane, As thou 
The dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 2 
And I'm grown dowie wi' lying my lane; Lik 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady, 5. , * 
And try wi” me the 34 of Dunblanc, 2 


An 
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THRO' THE WOOD LADDIE. 
mY D SaxDy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn? 
ee. Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 


When naething can pleaſe me, 


hour, low dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
* Dr thro? the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes fpringing ; 
„ Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
hee, Then thro” the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell ; 
I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning : 
heir jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
Vhen thro? the wood, laddie, I wander myſell. 


hen ſlay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
= Vha's living in languor till that happy day, 
hen thro' the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, and play. 


AN THOU WERE MY AIN THING, 


N thou were my ain thing, 
F would love thee, I would love thee ; 
An thou were my ain thing, 


dy, How dearly uu I love thee, | 88 


Like hees that fuck the morning dew 
Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hue, 
vac wad I dwell upo*” thy mou, 

And gar the gods envy me, 
An thou were, &c. 
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Sac lang's I had the uſe of light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 
Syne im faft whiſpers thro” the night 

I'd tell how much I loo'd thee. 
An thou were, &. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean ! 

She moves a goddeſs o'er the green : 
Were I a king, thou ſhou'd be queen, 
Nane but myſell aboon thee. 

An thou were, &c. 

Pd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 

Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
An thon were, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of no delay, 
O let na ſcorn undo thee. 
An thou were, &c. 


While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
And wi ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 
The will of him wha loves thee. 

An thou were, &c. 


—»><<— 


THERE'S MY THUMB I'LL NEER 
BEGUILE THEE. 


M y ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 
T' accept a heart which he defigns thee, 
And as your conſtant flave regard it, 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it; 
*Tis proof a ſhot to birth or money, 
But yields to what is ſweet or bonuy ; 
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ceive it then wi” a kiſs and ſmily, 
ere's my thumb *t will neꝰ er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are! 
y boſom white and legs ſae fine are, 

at when in pools I ſee thee clean em, 

ey carry away my heart between em. 

iſh, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 

gin I had thee on a mountain ; 

o kith and kin, and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 
ere's my thumb PII ne'er beguile thee. 


Alane thro* flow'ry hows I dander, 
nting my flocks, leſt they ſhould wander; 
n thou'll gae a I'll dawt thee gaylie, 
dgi'e my thumb Pl! ne' er beguile thee. 
my dear laſſie, it is but daffin 

had thy wooer up ay niff naffin . 

at Na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely ; 


lay, Yes, and I'll n&er beguile thee, 


V .— 
THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 


ux Lawland Lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ! 
dw much unlike that gracefu” mien, 


\nd manly looks of my Highland Laddie? 


O my bonny, bonny Highland Laddie ; 

My handſome charming Highland Ladiie ; 
May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward 

Our Lawland Laſs and ber Highland Ladlie. 


[ were free at will to chuſe, 

o be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 

take young Donald without trews, 

Vi' bonnet blew and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


SCOTS SONGS. 


— — — + * - 


—_— 


he braweſt beau in Borrows town, 
In a' his airs, wi“ art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
O'er benty hill wi? him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and dady ; 
Frae winter's cauld and ſummer's ſun 
He'll ſereen me wi” his Highland plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. 
A painted room and ſilken bed, | 
ay pleaſe a Lawland laird and lady; 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh in's Highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between us paſs, 
I ca* him my deat Highland Laddie ; 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs ; 
Syne rows me in his Highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 
Than that his love — true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him; which ne er ſhall end, 
While heaven preſerves my Highland Laddie, 
O my bonny, &c. 


— — 


THE COALIER'S BONNY LASSIE, 


T* coalier has a daughter, 
And O fhe's wonder bonny ; 
A laird he was that fought her 
Rich baith in lands and money. 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover; 
But love is like the ocean; | 
Wha can its depths diſcover? 
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e had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected ; 

is airs ſat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 

he coalier's bonny laſſie 

Fair as the new blawn lily, 
y ſweet, and never ſaucy, 


Secur'd the heart of Willy. 


e lov'd beyond expreſſion 

The charms that were about her, 
nd panted for poſſeſſion; 

His life was dull without her. 
fter mature reſolving, 

Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
ſafteſt flames diſſolving, 

He tenderly thus tell d her: 


y bonny coalier's daughter, 

Let naithing diſcompole ye, 

is not your ſcanty tocher 

Shall ever make me lole ye; 
or I have gear in plenty, 

And love fays, tis my duty 

0 ware what heaven has lent/me 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


— — ꝛw. —— 
COLIN AND GRISY PARTING. 
SIE. ITH broken words and downcaſt eyes, 


Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender, 
d parting with his Griſy, crics, 
Ah! woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


ſo others I am cold as now, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder; 
rom thee with pain I'm forc'd to on 

It breaks my heart that we ſhou'd funders 


2 
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Chain'd to thy charms I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 

Nor time nor place ſhall eyer change 


My vows, though we're obliged to ſunder. 


The image of thy graceful air, 
And beauties which invite our wonder, 
Thy lively wit and prudence rare 


Shall ſtill be preſent tho” we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe the ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me tho' we ſunder. 


Ye gods, take care of my dear laſs, 

hat as I leave her I may find her, 
When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 
Well meet again and never ſunder. 


— — — 


B' Irn a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 

Was ſleeping ſound and ftill-O, | 

A' lowing wi' love my fancy did rove, 
Around her wi” good will—O ; 

Her boſom I preſs'd, but ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtirdna my joys to fpill—O ; 

While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kifs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill O; 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T employ my courage and ſkill—O ; 
Frae *er quietly I ftaw, hois'd fails and awa, 
For the wind blew fair on the hill—O. 


Twa 4 brought me hame, Where loud fraſing fam 


. Tald me wi' a voice right ſhrill—=O, 
My lafs like a fool had mounted the ftool, 
Nor kend wha'd done her the ij}—O.. 
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lair fond of her charms, wi' my ſon in her arms, 4 

| ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell—O. „ 

0 Vi” the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, * 
r. Sweet Sir, gin I can tell—0. 1 


ve gae the command, I took her by the hand, A 
And bade her a' fears expell—O, | * 
nd nae mair look wan, for I was the man = 


Wha had done her the deed myſell—O. 


y bonny ſweet laſs on the gowany graſs, 
beneath the Shilling-hil F—O, 
; did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's mill—0. > 
the mill, mill—O, and the kiln, kiln—O,. 
And the cogging of the wheel—O ; 
e ſack and the ſieve, a' thae ye maun leave, 
And round wi' a ſoger reel O. 


— 4 


TO L. L. IN MOURNING. 
Tune - bere Helen lies. 


1! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes? 
To hear thy tender ſighs and cries, 
e gods ſtand liſt'ning from the fries, 
Pleas'd with thy F wax r 
d mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbearg 
d of one dying take a care, we 
ho views thee as an angel fair, 
Or ſome divinity, 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 
d cool this fever of my mind, ; 
d by the boy ſevere and blind, 

Ene f Wounded I figh for thee ; 
* T ol. II. 3 -» 
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While hardly dare I hope to rife 
To ſuch a height, by Hymen's ties, 
. To lay me down where Helen lies, 

And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt I hide my love and die, 
When ſuch a ſoy reign cure is by 
No, ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 
Whate'er my fate ma — 
Which ſoon PH read in her bright eyes; 
With thoſe dear agents Fl adviſe, 
They tell the truth, when tongues tell lies, 
The leaſt believ'd by me. 


THE CONCLUSION. 
After the manner of Herace, ad librum ſuum. 


; Da vent'rous book, e en tak* thy will, 
And ſcowp around the warld thy fill: 
Wow! ye're newfangle to be ſeen, 
In gilded Turkey clad, and clean. 
Daft iddy wy ! to dare thy fate, 
And — o' er dykes that ſcar the blate : 
But mind when anes ye're to the bent, 
Altho' in vain) ye may repeat, | 
ake, I'm fleed thou aften meet 
A gang that will thee ſourly treat, 
And ca' thee dull for a* thy-pains, | 
When damps diſtreſs their drouzie brains, 
T dinna doubt, whilſt thou art new, 
Thou'lt favour find from not a few; 
But when thou'rt ruffl'd and forfairn, 
$air thumb'd by ilka coof or hairn; 
Then, then by age ye may grow wiſe, 
nd ken things common gre nae price. 
d fret, wae's me ! to ſee thee lie 


Beneath the bottom of apye ; 
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r cow'd out page by page, to wrap 
p ſnuff, or ſweeties, in a ſhap. ; 
Awa, fic fears, gae ſpread my fame, 
nd fix me an immortal name; 
ges to come ſhall thee revive, 
ad gar thee wi' new honours live. 
ke future critics I foreſee 
all ha'e their notes on notes on thee ; 
he wits unborn ſhall beauties find 
hat never enter d inany mind. 
Now when thou tells how I was bred 
ut * hough enough to a mean trade; 
o balance that, pray let them ken 
ſy ſaul to higher pitch cou'd ſten: 
nd when ye ſhaw, I'm ſcarce of gear, 
para” my virtues ſhine mair clear. 
ſuum. ell, I the beſt and faireſt pleaſe, 
little man that loo's my eaſe, 
, nd never thole theſe paſſions lang 
hat rudely mint to do me wrang. 
Gin ony want to ken my age, 
*e anno dm. T on title Page; | 
his year, when ſprings by care and ſkill 
he ſpacious leaden conduits fill, 
nd firſt flow'd up the Caſtle-hill; 
Vhen South Sea projects ceaſe to thrive, 
nd only North Sea ſeems alive, 
ell them your author's ee 
2 


* Hough enough.] Very indiſſerently. 

See anno dom.) The firſt edition of bis poems was Pube 
bed in 1721. 

The ſpacious, &c.] The new lead pipes for conveying 
vater to Edinburgh ; all caſt in a mould invented by the Inge 
ous Mr, Harding of London, 
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Te Gentle Shepherd ſat Le/ide a ſpring, 
All in the feadeww of a buſty brier, 
That Colin hight, wvbich well could pipe and Angi 
For be Tityrus bis ſong did lere. 
| SPENCER, p. 1173. 
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To THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


SUSANNA, 


COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN, 


MADAM, 


1 love of approbation, and a deſire to pleaſe the 
beſt, have ever encouraged the Poets to Hin their 
deſigns with chearfulneſs. But, conſcious of their own 
inability to oppoſe a ſtorm of ſpleen and haughty ill na- 
ture, it is generally an ingenious cuſtom among them to 
chuſe ſome honourable ſhade. | 

Wherefore I beg leaye to put my Paſtoral under your 
Ladyſhip's protection. If my Patroneſs ſays the Shep- 
herds ſpeak as they ought, and that there are ſeveral 
natural flowers that beautify the rural wild, I ſhall have 
good reaſon to think myſelf ſafe from the aukward cen- 
ſure of ſome pretending judges that condemn before 
examination. : 

I am ſure of vaſt numbers that will crowd into your 
Ladyſhip's opinion, and think it their honour to agree 
in their ſentiments with the Counteſs of Eglintoun, 
whoſe penetration, ſuperior wit, and ſound judgment 
ſhines with an uncommon luſtre, while accompanied 
with the diviner charms of goodneſs and equality of 
mind. 

If it were not for offending only vour Ladyſhip, here, 
Madam, I might give the fulleſt liberty to my muſe to 
delineate the dne of women, by drawing your Lady- 
ſhip's character, and be in no hazard of being deemed a 
flatterer; ſince flattery lies not in paying what's due te 
merit, but in praiſes miſplaced. 


128 DEDICATION, 


Were Ito begin with yourTadythip*% Honourable birth 
and alliance, the field is ample, and preſents us witi 
numberleſs great and good Patriots that have dignifie( 
the names of Kennedy and Monigomery : Be that the car 
of the herald and hiſtorian. It is perſonal merit, and 
the heavenly ſwettneſs of the fair, that inſpire the tune. 
ful lays: Here every Leſbia muſt be excepted whok T} 
* give liberty to the flaves which their eyes bal 
made captives ; ſuch may be flattered: But your Lady. 
ſhip julth claims our ad miration and profoundeſt re 

ct; Ge whilſt you are poſſeſt of every outwar! 
charm in the moſt perfect degree, the never - fading beau. 
ties of wiſdom and piety, which adorn your Ladyſhip“ 
mind, command devotion. 
« All this is very true,“ cries one of hetter ſenſe tha 
nature, but what occaſion have you to tell u 
the fun ſhines, when we have the ule of our eyes, ani Tha 
feel his influence ?”—Very true, but I have the liber "warn 
to uſe the 8 rake e, which is, „ To fpeak wa T 
every bod; thinks,” deed there I be ſomat oft 
ſtrength in the reflection, if the Idalian regiſters we 
of as ſhort duration as life; but the bard who fond! 


Ce MOT 


hopes immortality, has a certain-praiſe-worthy pleaſu: ughted 
in communicating to poſterity the fame of diſtinguiſii eme 
ed character I write this laſt ſentence with a han br eath 
that trembles between hope and fear: But if I fhafl the coo 
_— fo happy as to plate” your Ladyſhip in the fear t] 
wing attempt, then all my doubts ſhall vaniſh like FP! 0us 
morning vapour :— ſhall 2 to be claſſed with Tal” 3 
and Guarini, and ſing with Ovid, | , re 
6 If *tis allow'd to poets to divine, en th 

4 One half of round eternity is mine.“ that a 1 
MADAM, nee, too 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient, 28 
And moſt devoted ſervant, d of h 
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ſenſe tha n 

to tell MCE r, O Eglintoun! the rural lays, 

eyes, an That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays! 

che liber e muſe, that oft has rais'd her tuneful ſtrains, 

peak wha frequent gueſt on Scotia's bliſsful plains, 

be fornlh'® oft has ſung, her liſt ning youth to move 

ers were charms of beauty and the force of love, ; 

ho fond << more refumes t e ſtill ſucceſsful lay, 

5 pleaſun lighted, thro' the verdant meads to ſtray, 

unguidſ Coms, invok'd, and pleas'd, with her repair 

ith a haul breathe the balmy ſweets of purer air, 

t if 1 tha the cool evening negligently laid, 

in the ic 110 5 3 or in E rural ſhade, 

mim like pitious here, and, as thou hear'ſt, a 

with Tal e Gentle Shepberd's tender tale of ns as 
nſtructed from theſe ſcenes, what glowing fires 
ame the breaſt that real love inſpires ! 

e fair ſhall read of ardors, ſighs, and tears, 
that a lover hopes, and all ke fears: 

| nce, too, what paſſions in his boſom riſe ! 

1 at dawning gladneſs ſparkles in his eyes! 

| en firſt the fair one, piteous of his fate, 

ervant, d of her ſcorn, and vanquiſh'd of her hate, 


th willing mind, is bounteous to relent, 


RAMSA | 
b d bluſhing, beauteous ſmiles the Kind conſent! 
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Love's paſſion here in each extreme is ſhown, ben © 
In Charlotte's {miley or in Maria's frown. he ru 
With words like theſe, that fail'd not to engage, zounte 
Love courted beauty in a golden age, The ge 
Pure and untaught, ſuch nature firſt inſpir'd, he tri 
Fre yet the fair affected phraſe deſir'd. And fe: 
His ſecret thoughts were undiſguis'd with art, The pe 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart : ne ra 
He mr his love fo artleſs amd ſincere, he vo 
As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. In gurlt 
Heaven only to the Rural State beſtows Inpuni 
Conqueſt o'er life, and freedom from its woes: \nd ha 
Secure alike from envy and from care, Oh 1 
Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet depreſs'd by fear: Vhere 
Nor Want's lean hand its happineſs conſtrains, Nun fo 
Nor Riches torture with ill gotten gains. | o hide 
No ſecret guilt its ſtedfaſt peace deſtroys, ſirgin 
No wild ambitien interrupts its joys. Fly'ſt t] 
Bleſt ſtill to ſpend the hours that heav'n has lent, tea 
In humble goodneſs, and in calm content: here, 


r lay, 


Familia 


Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 
Sinleſs and pute, in fair Humeia's ſoul. 


But now the Rural State theſe joys has loſt : 0 ft tl 
Even ſwains no more that innocence can boaſt: 0 noil 
Love ſpeaks no more what beauty may believe, Or the f 
Prone to betray, and ꝓractis'd to deceave. Do'ſt th 
Now Happineſs ferſakes her bleſt retreat, Or, wit 
The peaceful dwellings where ſhe fix'd her ſeat ; onverſ 
The pleaſing fields ſhe wont of old to grace, day, doc 
Companion to an upright ſober race. f Vatchf 
When on the ſunny hill, or verdant plain, Seks K 
Free and familiar with the ſons of men, Still mu 
To crown the pleaſures of the blameleſs feaſt, May we 
She uninvited came a welcome gueſt ; In Stair” 
Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, In vai 
Brib'd from their innocence incautious hearts: Thy flyi 
Then grudging hate, and ſinful pride ſucceed, In vain 


Cruel revenge, and falſe unrighteous deed ; Alone w 
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Then dow'rleſs beauty loſt the power to move; | 
N pe ruſt of lucre ſtain'd the gold of love: 
gage, zounteous no more, and hoſpitab] good, 

ſhe genial hearth firſt bluſh'd with firanger's blood: 
F he friend no more upon the friend relies, 

And ſerablant falſehood puts on truth's diſguiſe : 
t, The peaceful houſehold Abd with dire alarms: 


t: he raviſh'd virgin mourns her ſlighted charms: 
he voice of impious mirth is heard around, 
In guilt they feaſt, in guilt the bowl is crown'd: 
ſnpuniſh'd violence lords it o'er the plains, 


8 \nd happineſs forſakes the guilty ſwains. 

Oh Happineſs ! from human ſearch retir'd, 
” Vhere art thou to be found by all defir'd ? 
8, Nun ſober and devout ! why art thou fled, 


o hide in ſhades thy meek contented head? 
irgin of afſpe&t mild! ah why, unkind, | 
Fly'ſt thou, diſpleas'd, the commerce of mankind ? 


lent, ! teach our ſteps to find the ſecret cell, 2 
here, with thy fire Content, thou lov'dſt to dwell. 
r ſay, do'ſt thou a duteous handmaid wait 
Familiar at the chambers of the great ? 
1 3 d ſt thou purſue the voice of them that call 
n: o noiſy revel and to midnight ball? 
ve, Or the full banquet when we feaſt our ſoul, 
Do'ft thou inſpire the mirth, or mix the bowl ? 
Or, with th' induſtrious planter do'ſt thou talk, 
Teat ; onverſing freely in an evening walk ? . 
, day, does the miſer e er thy face behold, | 


Vatchfyt and ſtudious of the treaſur'd gold? 
Seks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov'd pow'r, 
Still muſing ſilent at the morning hour ? ' 
i, May we thy preſence hope in war's alarms, 

In Nair wiſdom, or in Erſkine's charms ? 

In vain our flatt' ring bopes our ſteps beguile, 

18: Thy flying good eludes the ſearcher's toil: 
* In vain we leck the city or the cell, 
Alone with virtue knows the power to dwell; 
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Nor need mankind deſpair theſe joys to know, 

The gift themſelves may on themſelves beſtow ; 

Soon, ſoon we might the precious bleſſing boaſt, 
But many paſſions muſt the bleſſing coſt ; 

Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 

And envy, grieving at another's ſtate ; 

Revenge no more muſt in our hearts remain, 

Or burning luſt, or avarice of gain. 

When thete-are in the human boſom nurſt, 

Can peace reſide in dwellings fo accurſt ? 
Unlike, O Eglintoun ! thy happy breaſt, 

Calm and ſerene enjoys the heavenly gueſt ; 
From the tumultuous rule of paſſions freed, 
Pure in thy thought, and ſpotleſs in thy deed : 
In virtues rich, in goodneſs unconfin'd, 

Thou ſhin'ſt a fair example to thy kind; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's name, 
How ſwift to praiſe, how guiltleſs to defame ? 
Bold in thy preſence Baſhfulneſs appears, 

And backward Merit loſes all its fears: 
Supremely bleſt by heaven, heaven's richeſt grace, 
Confeſt is thine an early blooming race; 

Whoſe pleaſing ſmiles ſhall guardian wiſdom arm, 
Divine inſtruction ! taught of thee to charm : 
What tranſports ſhall they to thy ſoul impart 
(The conſcious tranſports of a parent's heart 
When thou behold'it them of each grace poſſeſt, 
And ſighing youths imploring to be bleſt! 
After thy image form'd, with charms like thine, 
Or in the viſit, or the dance to ſhine ; 

Thrice happy ! who ſucceed their mother's praiſe, 
The lovely Eglintouns of other days. N 
Meanwhile peruſe the following tender ſcenes, 

And liſten to thy native poet's ſtrains : 

In ancient garb the home-bred muſe appears, 
'The' garb our muſes wore in former years: 
As in a glaſs reflected, here behold | 
Hew ſmiling goodnels look'd in days of old: 
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* for bluſh to read where beauty's praiſe is ſhown, 
OW 's Yr virtuous love, the likeneſs of thy own ; 
oaſt, Vhile *midft the various gifts that gracious Heaven 
o thee, in whom it is well-pleas'd, has given, | 
et this, O Eglintoun ! delight thee moſt, 
' enjoy that Innocence the world has loſt. 
þ W. H. 
—— — — M- 
TO JOSIAH BUR HET, ESQ. 
| SECRETARY OF THE ADMIRALTY, 
d: WITH THE FIRST SEN OF THE-GENTLE 
SHEPHERD. 
HE nipping froſts, and driving ſna” 
ef Are — the hills and far awa? ; 8 
uld Boreas ſleeps, the Zephyrs bla', 
grace, And ilka thing 
te dainty, youthfu', gay, and bra”, 
n arm, Invites to ſing. 
1; Then let's begin by creck of day, 
t ind muſe ſkiff to the bent away, 


Us o try anes mair the landart lay 

Na, 175 Wi' a' thy for ed, 
ks ce Burchet awns that thou can play 
me, Upon the reed. 


praiſ Anes, anes again beneath ſome tree 
4 tert thy ill and nat'ral glee, 
enes, ) him wha has ſae courteouſly, 
To weaker ſight, 
theſe “ rude ſonnets ſung by me 
In trueſt light. 
Vol. II. M 


Iro wetker fight, fet theſe, &c] Having done me the 
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In trueſt light may a' that's fine 
In his fair character ſtill ſnine, 
Sma' need he has of ſangs like mine 
To beet his name; 
For frae the north to ſouthern line, 
| Wide gangs his fame, 


prov 


f ma) 


His fame, which ever ſhall abide, 
Whilſt hiſt ries tell of tyrants pride, 
Wha vainly ſtrave _ the tide 
* invade theſe lands 
Where Britain's royal fleet doth ride, 
Which {till commands. 


Theſe doughty actions frae his pen +, 
Our age, and theſe to come, ſhall ken, 
How ſtubborn navies did contend 

Upon the waves, 
How free-born Britons faught like men, 
Their faces like ſlaves, 


Sae far inſcribing, Sir, te you, 
This country ſang, my fancy flew, 
Keen your juſt merit to pon ; 

But ah! I fear, 
In giving praiſes that are due, 
I grate your ear. 


Yet tent a poet's zealous pray'r; 
May powers aboon, wi' kindly care, 
Grant you a lang and muckle ſkair 
Of a' that's good, 
Till unto langeſt life and mair 
You've healthfu* ſtood, 


bonour of turning ſome of my paſtoral poems into Engliſh 
end elegantly. 
+ Frac his pen.] His valuable naval biftory, 
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May never care your bleſſings ſour, 


nd may the muſes, ilka hour, 
prove your mind, and haunt your bow'r ; 
| I'm but acallan : 
t may I pleaſe you, while 'm your 
Devoted Allan. 
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THE PERSONS. 


MEN, 
Sir William Worthy. 
Patie, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. 
Roger, @ rich young ſbepherd, in love with Jenny. 
— 5 t2v0 old ſbepberdi, tenants ts Sir William. 2 
Bauldy, a lynd engaged with Nepi. T 
T 
WOMEN, P 
3 


Peggy, thought to be Glaud s niece, 

Jenny, Glaud 's only daughter, 
auſe, an old woman" ſuppoſed to be a witch, 
Iſpa, Symen's wife. 

Madge, Glaud's ſiſter, 


SCENE—A Shepherd's Village and Fields ſome ſe 


miles from Edinburgh, 1 1 

F Juſt 

ur as th 

Time of Action within twenty-four hours. air as th 

My Pe 

Firſt act begins at eight in the morning. . 
Second act begins at eleven in the forenoon. The 
Third act begins at four in che afternoon. b 
Fourth act begins at nine o'clock at night. My Pe 
Fifth a& begins by day light next morning. N. 
wiſh nat 
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SCENE I. 


jam. Beneath the ſouth-fide of a craigy bield, 
Where cryſtal ſprings the hal:ſome waters yield, 
T wa youlliſu ſhepherds on the gowans lay, 
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May, 
Poor Roger granes, till bollow echoes ring: 
But blyther Patie likes to laugh and ſing. 


PATIE and ROGER, 


SANG I.—The wawking of the faulds, 


Patie. 

| ſome ſe N ; 

y Peggy is a young thing, 

Juſt enter'd in her teens, 

ur as the day, and ſweet as May, 

a ur as the day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young things 
And I'm not very auld, , 

Yet wiel I like to meet her at 


= | The wawking of the fauld. 
ht. My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
ning. Whene'er we meet alane, 


wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
wiſh nae mair of a —1 = 
My Peggy ſpeaks lac ſweetly, 
To 1 oa I'm cauld l 
But ſhe gars 2* my ſpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 
M 3 
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My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on a' the town, 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gi'es me ſic delight 
As wawking of the fauld, 
My Peggy ſings fac — 
hen on my pipe I play: 
By a' the reſt it is confeſt, 
By a' the reſt that ſhe ſings beſt. 
My Peggy fings fac ſaftly, 
And in her fangs are tald, 
Wi' innocence, the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


His ſunny morning, Roger, cheers my blood, 
And puts a' nature in a jovial mood. 

How hartſome is't to ſee the riſing plants, 
To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants ; 
How haleſame isꝰt to ſnuff the cauler air, 
And a' the ſweets it bears, when void of care! 
What ails thee, Roger, then ? what gars thee grane! 
Tell me the cauſe of thy ill-· ſeaſonꝰd pain. 

Roger, I'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate ! 
I'm born to firive wi” hardſhips fad and great. 
Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan flood, 
Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood: 

But I, oppreſt wi' never-ending grief, 
Maun ay deſpair of lighting on relief. 

Ptie, The bees ſhall loath the flow) r, and quit the hi 
The ſaughs on boggy ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
Ere ſcornfu' queans, or loſs of warldly gear, 

Shall fpill my reſt, or ever force atear. 

Roger. Sac might I ſay ; but it's no eaſy done 

By ane whaſe ſaul's fac fadly out of tune, 
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Ve habe fac ſaft a voice, and flid a tongue, 
'ou are the darling of baith auld and young. 
I but ettle at a ſang, or ſpeak, 
They dit their lugs, ſyne up their leglens cleek, 
ind jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
Vhile I'm confus'd wi” mony a vexing thought: 
et I am tall, and as well built as thee, 
(or mair unlikely to a laſs's eye. 
or ilka ſheep ye ha'e I'll number ten, 
nd ſhould, as ane may think, come farer benn. 
Patie. But ablins, nibour, ye ha'e not a heart, 
nd downa eithly wi' your cunzie part: 
f that be true, what f{ignifies your gear? 
mind that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome care. 
Roger. My byre tumbled, nine braw nowt were 
ſmoor'd, | 
hree elf-ſhot were, yet I theſe ills endur'd : 
; winter laſt my cares were very ſma', 
blood, ho* ſcores of weathers periſh'd in the ſnaw. 
Patie, Were your bien rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine, 
Leſs ye wad lols, and leſs ye wad repine. 
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ants ; le that has juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep: 
he o'ercome only faſhes fouk to keep. 
re! Roger, May plenty flow upon thee for a croſs, 
ce grane?MWThat thou may'ſt thole the pangs of mony a loſs : 
) may'ſt thou doat on ſome fair paughty wench, 
fate! hat neber will lout thy lowan drowth to 5 
at. il bris'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool ! 
„ And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool. 
d: Patie. Sax good fat lambs, I ſald them ilka clute 


\t the Weſt Port, and bought a winſome flute, 
f plum-tree made, wi” iv'ry virles round; 
quit the hi dainty whiſtle, wi” a nleafant ſound: 
thrive, ll be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry dool, 
5 Than you wi” a' your caſh, ye dowie fool! 
Roger. Na, Patie, na! Pm nae fic churliſh beaſt 
Some other thing lies heavier at my breaſt : 
| dream'd a. dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my fleſh a” creep yet wi' the fright. 


done 
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Patie. Now, to a friend, how ſilly's this pretence, 
To ane wha you and a' your ſecrets kens ; 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your ml ſeen love, 'and dorty Jenny's pride : 
Take courage, Roger, me your forrows tell, 
And ſafely think nane kens them but yourſell. 
Roger, Indeed now, Patie, ye have gueſs'd o'er true, 
And there is naething I'll keep up frae you: 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon aſquint ; 
To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint: 
In ilka place ſhe jeers me air and hes, 
And gars me look bombaz'd, and unco blate 
But yeſterday I met her yont a know, 
She fled as frae a ſhelly-coated kow. 
$he Bauldy loves, Bauldy that drives the car, 
But gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell of tar. 
Patie. But Bauldy looes not her, right wiel I wat, 
He ſighs for Neps ;—ſae that may ſtand for that. 
Roger, I wiſh I con'dna looe her—but in vain, 
I ſtill maun do't, and thole her proud diſdain, 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 
Even while he fawn'd, ſhe ſtrak the poor dumb tyke ; 
If I had filFd a nook within her breaſt, 
She wad have ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaft. 
When I begin to tune my ſtock and horn, 
Wi' a' her face ſhe ſhaws a caulrife ſcorn. 
Laſt night I play'd, ye never heard fic ſpite; 
O'er Begie was the ſpring, and her delyte : 
Yet, tauntingly, ſhe'at her couſin ſpeer'd, 
Gif ſhe could tell what tune I play'd, and ſneer'd. 
Flocks, wander where you like, I dinna care, 
Fll break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 
Patie. E'en do ſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck ? 
Saebiens ſhe be fic a thrawn-gabbit chuck, 
Yonder's a craig; ſince ye ha'etint all hope, 
Gae tilt your ways, and take the lover's lowp. 
Roger, I needna mak' fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill, 
III warrant death come ſoon enough a-will. 
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em careleſs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. 
ear how I ſerv'd my laſs I love as wiel 

ye do 2 and wi' heart as leel. 

aſt morning I was gay and early out, 

pon a dyke lean'd, glowring about; 

aw my. Meg come linkan o'er the lee; 

aw my Meg, but Meggy ſaw na me; 

Ir yet the ſun was wading throꝰ the miſty 

nd ſhe was cloſe upon me e'er ſhe wilt ; 

er coats were kiltit, and did ſweetly ſhaw 


er ſtraught bare legs that whiter were than ſnaw. 


er cockernony ſnooded up fu' fleck, 

er haffet locks hang waving on her cheek ; 

er cheeks ſae ruddy, and her een ſae clear; 

nd Oh! her mouth's like ony hinny pear. 

eat, neat ſhe was, in buſtine waiſtcoat clean, 

s ſhe came ſkiffing o'er the dewy green: 
ythſome, Tery'd, My bonny Meg come here, 
ferly wherefore ye're ſae foon aſteer ? 

ut ſ can gueſs, ye're gawn to gather dew ; 

he ſcour'd awa', and ſaid, What's that to you? 
hen fare ye wiel, Meg Dorts, and e'en's ye like, 
careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke. 

trow, when that ſhe ſaw; within a crack, 

he came wi' a right thieveleſs errand back: 
liſca'd me firſt——then bade me hound my dog, 
o wear up three waff es ftray'd on the bog. 
leugh ; and ſae did ſhe ; then wi' great haſte 
claſp'd my arms about her neck and waiſt ; 
bout her yielding waiſt, and took a fouth 
Vf ſweeteſt kiſſes trac her glowing mouth. 

'bile hard and faſt I held her in my grips, 

y very ſaul came lowping to 17 lips. 
ar, ſair ſhe flet wi' me "tween ilka ſmack, 
but wiel I kend ſhe meant na as ſhe ſpake. 
Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloomy 
Do ye ſac too, aud never faſh your thumb. 


Patic. Daft gowk ! leave affthat filly whinging way 4 
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Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe'll change her mood; 
Gae woeo anither, and ſhell gang clean wood. 


fy ffut« 
hall co 
Roger, 


g ut ye 1 
SANG 1I.—Tune, V gar rub her er wi firats * ta! 
| or I'm 
Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck, Patie. 
And anſwer kindneſs wr a flight, nd ſee 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, e thatt 
For women in a man delight: ill ma 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, ght p 
And wi' a ſimple face gi'e way o ſeaſo 
To a repulſe then be not blate, hen u 
Puſh boldly on, and win the days Il whilſt 
When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean ; 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue; | 
But tent the language of their cen: Af 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt Wb. 
To anſwer all your love wi” hate, A tr 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, Tts 4 
And let her figh when tis too late. Here 
; Firſt 
Feger. Kind Patie, now fair-fa* your honeſt heart, SY 
e're ay ſae cadgy, and ha'e fic an art | 
To hearten ane: For now, as clean's a leek, 
Ye've cheriſh'd me ſince ye began to ſpeak. 
Sae, for your pains, I'll make you a propine, 
(My mother, reſt her ſaul! ſhe made it fine); 
A tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawſlock woo, our, 
Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blue: This 


Wi' {praings like gowd and filler, croſs'd wi” black; e wate 
I never had it yet upon my back. ill mak: 
Wiel are ye wordy o't, wha ha'e fac kind Peggy. 
Redd up my ravel d. doubts, and clear d my mind. here a 

Patie, Wiel, ha'd ye there —and ſince ye' ve frankltween t 


To me a prefent of your braw new plaid, [1920 wate: 


. 
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ſy ſtute's be your's, and ſhe too that's ſae nice, 
hall come a-will, gif yell tak* my advice. 
Reger. As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to obſery't ; 
ut ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſery't ; 
frac, Mow tak? it out and gie's a bonny ſpring ;- 

or I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. 

Patie, But firſt we'll tak* a turn up to the height, 

nd ſee gif a' our flocks be feeding right: 

that time bannocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe, 

ill make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe ; 

ght pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they ſo wiſe 

0 ſealon meat wi' health, inſtead of ſpice. 

hen we ha'e tane the grace- drink at this well, 
U whiſtle ſyne, and ſing t' ye like myſell. [ Zxeunt. 
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SCENE II. 
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A flowrie howm between twwa verdant braes, 
; Where laſſes uſe to waſb and ſpread their claiths, 
A trotting burnie wimpling thro" the ground, 
Tts channel peebles, foining ſmooth and round : 
Here view deva barefoot beauties clean and clear ; 
Firſt pleaſe your eye, next gratify your car: 
h While Jenny what foe wiſhes diſcommends, 
ſt heart) And Meg vi" better ſenſe true love defends. 


PEGGY and JENNY, 


Jenny. 


OME, Meg, let's fa” to wark upon this greens 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean 
he water's clear, the lift unclouded blue, 

ill make them like a lily wet wi” dew. 
Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 
mind. lere a' the ſweets of ſpring and ſimmer grow: 
ve frankltween twa birks, out o'er a little lin, 


made water fa's and makes a ſingan din: 
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A pool breaſt-deep, beneath as clear as glaſs, 


Kiſſes with eaſy whirles the bord'ring graſs. 
We'll end our waſhing, while the morning's cool, 


And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 7. 
There waſh ourſells— tis healthfu* now in May, | 
And ſweetly cauler on ſae warm a day. | Ar 
Jenny, Daft laſſie, when we're naked, what'll ye 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae Th 
And fee us ſae? that jeering fallow Pate, ] 
Wad taunting ſay, Haith laſſes, ye're no blate. W. 
Peggy. We're far frac ony road, and out o' ſight; 4 
The lads they're feeding far beyont the height; Th 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, we're our lane, | 1 
What gars ye plague your wooer wi” diſdain ? Th. 
The neighbours a tent this as wiel as I, ( 
That Roger looes ye, yet ye care na by. | 
What ails. ye at him? Troth, between us twa, v, Jenr 
He's wordy you the beſt day cer ye ſaw. Jenny, 
enny. I dinna like him, 5 egg y, there's an end, Peggy. 
A herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. hat me 
He kames his hair indeed, and gaes right ſnug, Jenny. 
Wi' ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug; or ſic a 
Whilk penſylie he wears a-thought a-jee, le glow! 
And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee. ut wha” 
He falds his o'erlay down his breaſt wi' care, Vhene'e 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair; ſe tell h 
For a that, he can neither ſing nor ſay, hey're { 
Except, How dye ?—or, There's a bonny day. he chiel 
Peggy. Ye daſh the lad wi” conſtant fighting pride Peg. 
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide: 0 be as 
But ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld. Jenny. 
What like's a dorty maiden, when ſhe's auld ? very de 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, e' ſoo; 
That for ſome feckleſs whim will orp and greet: ou twa 1 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner's paſt, Beggy. | 
And fyne the fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, it rather 
Or ſcart anither's leavings at the laſt. . I wi 
| lere on 


Vol. Il. 
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SANG III.— Tune, Pelwart on the Green. 


The dorty will repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld, 
And nane her miles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld. 


The dawted bairn thus tak's the pet, 
Nor eats tho* hunger crave, 

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And's laught at by the lave. 


They jeſt it. till the dinner's paſt ; 
Thus by itfelf abus'd, 

The fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they've refus'd. 


wa, y, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. 

Jenny. I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 
an end, ¶ Peggy. Nor I—but love in whiſpers lets us ken, 

hat men were made for us, and we for men. 
jung, Jenny, If Roger is my jo, he kens himſell, 

or fic a tale I never heard him tell. 

e glowrs and ſighs, and I can gueſs the cauſe : 
nee. ut wha's oblig'd to ſpell his hums and haws ? 
en hene“ er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
ſe tell him frankly neꝰ er to do't again. 
hey're fools that flav'ry like, and may be free; 
: he chiels may a' knit up themſelves for me. 
ting pride 
o be as * as my Patie's kind. 


| Jenny. Heh, laſs ! how can you looe that rattle ſkull ? 
Id? very de il, that ay maun ha'e his will. 

it ell ſoon hear tell what a r feighting life 

greet: | ou twa will lead, face ſoon's ye're man and wife. 


Peggy. I'll rin the riſk, nor have Jony fear, 
it rather think ilk langſome day a year, 
il I wi” pleaſure mount my bridal- bed, 


here on my Patie's breaſt I'll lean my head. 
Vol. Il. | 


3 


— . 
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Peggy. Be doing your ways; for me I have a mind 


5 * 
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There we may kiſs as lang as kiſſing's good, 
And what we doz there's nane dare call it rude. 
He's get his will : Why no? *tis good my part 
To give him that, and he'll give me his heart, 
Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 
Mak' meikle%o* ye, wi' an unco fraiſe, 
And daut ye baith afore fouk, and your lane: 
But ſoon as his ——_— is gane, Sq 
He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 
And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake. 
Inſtead then of lang days of ſweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, and a” the neiſt he'll flyte: 
And may be, in his barlikhoods, ne'er ſtick 
To lend his loving wife a loundering lick. 


SANG IV.—Tune, 0 dear mither, what ſpall TA.! 


O dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 
We ought u_ to truſt is ſmiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, 

' Left a harder luck betide you. 
Laſſes, whey their fancy's carry'd, 
Thipk of nought but to be marry'd ; 
Running to a fe deſtroys 
Heartſome, free, and youthfu' joys. 


Peggy. Sic coarſe ſpun thoughts as thae want pith 

move | | 

My ſettl'd mind; Pm o'er far gane in love. 

Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 

But want of him I dread nae other ſkaith. 

There's nane of a' the herds that tread the green 

Has fic a ſmile, or ſic twa glancing cen. 

And then he ſpeaks wi' fic a taking art, | 

His words they thirle like muſic thro* my heart; 

How blythly can he ſport, and gently rave, 

And jeſt at feckleſs fears that fright the lave. 


he reſt 
is bette 
mature 
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dur wit! 
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js better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure ; 


'ow, Jenny! can there greater pleaſure be 


day that he's alane upon the hill, 
e reads fell books that teach him meikle (kill ; 
e is—but what need I ſay that or this, 
ſpend a month to tell ye what he is ! 
a” he ſays or does, there's ſic a gate, 
he reſt ſeem coofs compar'd wi' my dear Pate. 


— — —— 4 


2 . 
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nature hefts in ſauls that's weak and poor. 


ANG V.—Tune, He can 1 be ſad on my wedding-day ? 


How ſhall I be ſad when a hutband I ha'e, 

That has better ſenſe than ony of thae 

Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools, 

To ſink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lighthes his wife, 
Or wi” dull reproaches encourages ftrife ; 

He praiſes ker virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 


Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excule. 


Jenny. Hey, Bonny Laſ+ of Brankſome, ort be lang, 
dur witty Pate will put you in a fang. 

tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride ; 

ne whinging getts about your ingle-fide, 

ping for this or that wi” faſheous din: 

o mak? them brats then ye maun toil and ſpin. 
wean fa's ſick, ane ſcads itfell wi brue, 

e breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe. 

e De'il gaes der Fock Wabfter, hame grows hell, 


[hen Pate raiſca's ye war than tongue can tell. 


Peggy. Yes, it's a heartſome thing to be a wife, 
hen round the ingle-edge young ſprouts are rife. 
it I'm ſae happy, 1 ha'e delight 
hear their little ptaints, and keep them right. 
an ſce fic wee tots toolying at your knee; 
hen a' they-ettle at——their greateſt wiſh, 
to be made of, NT or 7 
2 


n 
1 9 

* N 
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A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheeſe, 
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Can there be toil in tenting day and night And h 


The like of them, when love makes care delight? 
Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a', There 

Gif o'er your heads ill chance ſhould begg'ry draw: Myer is 

But little loye or canty cheer can come | 

Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom. 

Your nowt may die—the ſpate may bear away 

Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks vf hay— 

The thick-blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blaſhy thows, 

May ſmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews ; 


But, or the day of payment, breaks and flees. 
Wi' glooman brow, the laird ſeeks in his rent: 
*Tisno to gi' e; your merchant's to the bent; 


His honour mauna want; he poinds your gear: bleez 
Syne, driven frat houſe and hald, where will ye ſteer and for 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and live a ſingle life; he fee 
Troth, it's nae mows to be a married wife. lean h 
Peggy. May fic ill luck befa* that filly ſhe nd ſer 

a has fic — for that was never me. 0d h 
Let fouk bode wiel, and ftrive to do their beſt ; zuards 
Nae mair's requir d; let Heaven make out the reſt. I 5.,,, 
I've heard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, nd do 
That lads ſhould a' for wives that's virtuous pray: Pegey 
For the maiſt thrifty man could never get he loſs 
A wiel ſtor'd room, unleſs his wife wad let: | Bairns 2 


Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart: 
Whate'er he wins, I'll guide wi” canny care, 
And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair, 


Than au 
dee yon 
duppoſe 


learer ; 


For haleſome, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware. ill wit 
A flock of lambs, cheeſe, — and ſome woo, nd in t 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the laird his due: This ſhit 
Syne a? behind's our ain — thus, without fear, That in 
Wi love and rowth we thro? the warld will ſteer ; ic as ſta 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, encath 


He'll bleſs the day he gat me for his wife. 
Jenny. But what if ſome young giglit on the grec! 
Wi' dimpled checks, and twa bewitching een, 


—— — 
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Shou'd gar your Patie think his half- worn Meg, 
And her kend kiſſes, hardly worth a feg ? 

Peggy. Nae mair of that—Dear Jenny to be free, 
There's ſome men conſtanter in love than we; 


draw: NNor is the terly great, when nature kind 
Has bleſt them wi folidity of mind: 
| They'll reaſon calmly, and with kindneſs ſmile, 
d4 When our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile ; 
2 dae, whenſoe er they flight their maiks at hame, 
hows, {Tis ten to ane the wives are maiſt to blame. 
ews; hen I'll employ wi” pleaſure a* my art 
o keep him chearfuꝰ and ſecure his heart 
ö. it een, when he comes weary frae the hill, 
nt: [ll ha'e a' things made ready to his will: 
3 In winter, when he tolls thro? wind and rain, 
: \ bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ſtane ; 
| ye ſtecr!M4nd ſoon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaff, 
he ſeething pat's be ready to tak” aff; 
lean hag-abag I'll ſpread upon his board, 
nd ſerve-him w1i” the beſt we can afford : 
200d humour and white bigonets ſhall be 
eſt ; zards to my face, to keep his love for me. 
he reft. ¶ 57:-1»y. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld, 
nd dozens down to nane, as fouk grow auld. 
spray; Prey. But we'll grow auld together, and ne'er find 
he loſs of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
| Bairns and their bairns mak' ſure a firmer tye, 
rt Than aught in love the like of us can fpy, 
art: dee yon twa Elms that grow up ſide by ſide, 
D duppoſe them ſome years ſyne bridegroom and bride ; 
„ carer and nearer ilka year Ow preſt, 
are. ill wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, : 
doo, nd in their mixture now are fully bleſt: 
| This ſhields the other frac the eaſtlin blaſt ; 
car, That in return defends it frae the waſt. 
| ſteer ; ic as ſtand ſingle (a ſtate ſac lik'd by you !) 
s rife, Wencath ilk ſtorm trac every airth maun bow. 
he a 


den, 


= 
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Jenny. I've done —I yield, dear laſſie, I maun yield, 
Vour better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 
With the aſſiſtance of a little fac | 
Lies dern'd within my breaft this mony a day. 


SANG VI.—=Tune, Nancy's to the green-woed gane, 4 
I yield, dear laſſie, ye have won, 2 
And there is nae denying, - 
That, ſure as light flows frae the ſun, * 
Frae love proceeds complying; 
For a' that we can do or ſay 
Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fae, 
That by the heartſtrings lead us. 
| . 00D- 
3 Peggy. Alake, poor pris'ner ! Jenny, that's no fair, \ is ds 
F That ye no let the wee thing tak the air: ey tell 
1 Haſte, let him out, we'll tent as wiel we can, ad ald 
'R Gif he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's man. FRET 
3 Jenny, Anither time's as good—for ſee the ſun gout 3 
1 Is right far up, and we're not yet begun 1 
* To freath the graith ; if canker'd Madge, our aunt, panel 
* Come up the burn, ſhe'll gies a wioked rant : Ke. 3 
"F But when we've done, I'II tell ye a my mind; tell ye 
. For this ſeems true, nae laſs can be unkind. b ene 
-M . [Exeunt d fculk 
* | Glaud. | 
3 d cleck : 
= hilk ſoo 
3g | t looſe 
: 1 $4.5 Von, e 
1 b, that 
| r brave 
j | | d left a 
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SCENE I. 


A ſnug thack bouſe, before the door a green: 

Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are ſcen. 

On this fide flands a barn, en that a byre : 

A peat ſtack joins, and forms a rural ſquare. 

The houſe is Glaud" s— There you may ſce bim leans 
And to bis divot ſeat invite bis frien. 


GLAUD and SYMON., 


Glaud, 


00D-morrow, nibour Symon—come, fit down, 
And gi'es your cracks Whatẽs a' the news in town? 
ey tell me ye was in the ither day, 
nd ſald your Crummock, and her baſſen'd quey. 
| warrant ye ve coft a pound of cut and dry; 
g out your box, and gi'es a pipe to try. | 
Symon, WY a' my heart—and tent me now, auld boy, 
e gather'd news will kittle your heart wi' joy. 
ou'dna reſt till I came o'er the burn, 
tell ye things ha'e taken fic a turn, 
il gar our vile oppreſſors ſtend like flaes, 
d ſkulk in hidlings on the hether braes. [ſtand 
Claud Fy blaw !—Ah, Symie! rattling chiels ne' er 
o cleck and ſpread the groſſeſt lies aff- hand, 
hilk ſoon flies round, like will-fire, far and near: 
t looſe your poke, be't true or fauſe let's hear. 
Symon, — believing, Glaud, and I have ſeen 
b, that abroad has wi” our maſter been ; 
r brave good maſter, wha right wiſely fled, 
d left a Kir eſtate to ſave his head, 
cauſe ye ken fu* wiel he bravely choſe 


ſtand his Liege's friend wi” great Montroſe z 
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Now Cromwell's gane to Nick; and ane ca d Monk 
Has play'd the Rumple a right flee begunk, 


Reſtor'd King Charles; and ilka thing's in tune; SAN( 
And Habby ſays, we'll ſee Sir William ſoon. 

Glaud. That makes me blyth indeed but dinna fla The | 
Tell o'er your news again!] and ſwear tit a”. W. 
And ſaw ye Hab l and what did Halbert fay ? ol 


They ha'e been een a dreary time away. 
Now God be thanked — Dhave hame; Elſe 
And his eſtate, ſay, can he eithly claim? 

Seen. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, Thus 
Like greedy bars, dare nae mair do*t again, Ar 


And good Sir William fall enjoy his ain. 


Glaud, * 
\ he napp 
SANG VII.—Tune, Cauld hail in Aberdeen, hilk in 
; gart n 
Cauld be the rebels caſt, | heart 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, nd tak 
I hope we'll ſee them at the laſt s % lien 
Strung a” up in a woody, ' 0G 
Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, | nd bring 
And ever high in ſtation, nd gar « 
That bravely ſtands in the defence. rink til 
Of conſcience, king, and nation. Symon, 
| if that 1 
Glaud, And may he lang; for never did he ſtent Wor here- 
Us in our thriving wi? a racket rent; eltreen 
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd toraiſe | furlet « 


Our mailens, when we put on Sunday's claiths. 
Symon, Nor wad he lang, wi” ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 

Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 

« Put on your bonnet, Symon-tak' a ſeat— 

How's a\ at hame ?—How's Elſpa—How does Kate! 

How ſells black cattle ?—What giꝰes woo this year i” 

And ſic like kindly queſtions wad he ſpeer. 
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SANG VIII. —rune, Mucking of Geordy's byres 


The laird wha in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack his poor tenants wha labour 
To riſe aboon poverty : 
hame: Elſe like the pack-horſe that's unfother'd 
; And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardſhipiis ſmother'd 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


Claud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
he nappy bottle benn, and glaſſes clean, 
een. 'hilk in our breaſtrais'd fic a blythſome flame, 
gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
y heart's e'en rais'd !—Dear nibour, will ye ſtay, 
nd tak” your dinner here wi” me the day: 
ell ſend for Elſpa too—and upo' fight, 
| whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the height. 
oke my fled, and fend to the neiſt town, 
nd bring a draught of ale, baith ſtout and brown; 
nd gar our cottars a', man, wife, and wean, 
Jriak till they tine the gate to ſtand their lane. 
Symon, I wadna bauk my friend his blyth deſigny 
if that it hadna firſt of a been mine: 
or here-yeſtreen I brew d a bow of maut, 
cltreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat; 


aiſe | furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, 
6. Ind a large ham hangs reeſting in the nook: 
y ally law myſell, or I came o'er the loan, 
bur meikle pat that ſcads the whey, = on, 
p , W mutton bouk to boil—and ane we'll roaſt ; 
s Kate ad on the haggies Elſpa ſpares nae coſt : 
s year; ma' are they ſhorn, and ſhe can mix fu' nice 


Ihe guſty ingans wi' a curn o' ſpice ; 
i are the puddings—heads and feet wiel ſung 7 
lud we've invited nibours auld and young, 
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To ** this afternoon wi' glee and game, 
And drink our maſter's health and welcome hame. 
Ve mauna then refuſe to join the reſt, 

Since ye re my neareſt friend that I like beſt: 


Bring wi' ye a* your family; and then, The 
Whene'er you pleaſe, Plt-rant wi” you again. An a 
Glaud, Spoke like ye'rſell, auld birky, never fear, Ata 
But at your banquet I ſhall firſt appear : i'. 
Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld ; 
Auld, faid 1 !—Froth, I'm younger be a ſcore, 142 
WY your good news, than what I was before: Te 
I'll dance or een! hey, Madge, come forth! d'ye hea p. gg 
Enter MADGE. 1 
Madge. The man's gane gyte Dear Symon, weraughte 
come here er een t 
What wad ye, Glaud, wi a' this haſte and din? be lily 1 
Ye never let a body fit to ſpin. er legs, 
Glaud. Spin! ſnuff !—Gae break your wheel, an ill be n 
burn your tow, or Pate 
And ſet the meikleſt peat ſtack in a low; nd I wi 
Syne dance about the banefire till ye die, lade a d. 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William fee. at mal 
© Magee. Blyth news indeed !—And wha was't tal larna ſp 
ou o't, ut doub 
Glaud. What's that to you ?—Gae get my Sunday Wis ſair 1 
coat; 0 break 
Wale out the whiteſt of my bobit bands, ere Mai 
My white-ſkin hoſe, and mittans for my hands; n caſt! 
Then frae their waſking cry the bairns in haſte, le can 0 


And mak” ye'r ſells as trig, head, feet, and wailt, d mak 
As ye were à to get young lads or cen; midny 
For we're gaun o'er to dine wi' Sym bedeen 3 d how 


Symon. Do, honeſt Madg Glaud, II o'er this up t 
* gate, ns with 
* And fee that a* be done as I wad haet. - [ Exeuald fever 


ll Plotc 
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SCENE II. 


The open field A cottage in a plen, 
n. An aud wife ſpinning at the funny en. 
ver fear, At a ſmall diflance by a blaſted tree, 
Wi” falded arms, and baff-rais'd looks, ye ſee, 


uld, 
BAULDY bis lane. 
ba : HAT's this !—I canna bear't ! *Tis war than hell, 
oe he To be fae burnt wi' love, yet darna tell! 
ye "oY Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning day, 
reeter than gowany glens or new mawn hay; 
ther than lambs that friſk out o'er the knows; 
mon, weraughter than aught that in the foreſt grows, 
er een the cleareſt blob of dew out-ſhines ; 
din? te lily in her breaſt its beauty tines: | 
| er legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een, 
heel, au ill be my dead, that will be ſhortly ſeen ! 
r Pate looes her,—waes me! and ſhe looes Pate; 
nd I wi? Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, 
lade a daft vow -O! but ane be a beaſt, 
at makes raſh aiths till he's afore the prieſt, 
was't talarna ſpeak my mind; elſe a? the three, 
ut doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy: 
Sunday Wis ſair to thole—V'll try ſome witchcraft art, 
| 0 break wi” ane and win the other's heart. 
ere Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſma' price, 
de; In caſt her cantraips, and gi'e me advice: 
ite, te can 0'ercaft the night, and cloud the moon, 
ailt, d mak” the de'ils obedient to her crune: 
midnight hours, o'er the kirk-yard ſhe raves, 
; d howks unchriſten'd weans out o' their graves ; 
oer theils up their livers in a wartock's pow: 


ns witherſhins about the hemlock low, 
Wild ſeven times does her prayers back wards pray, 
ll Plotcock comes wi' lumps of Lapland clay 
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Mixt wi' the venom of black taids and ſnakes; 
Of this unſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes 

Of ony ane ſhe hates—and gars expire 

Wi' flaw and racking pains afore a fire; 
Stuck fu' o' prins, the deviliſh pictures melt; 
The pain by fouk they repreſent is felt. 

And yonder's Mauſe ; ay, ay, ſhe kens fu* wiel, 
| When ane like me comes rinning to the de'il ; 

* She and her cat fit beeking in her yard; 

<q To ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt I'm fear'd : 
But I maun do't, tho? I ſhould never thriye ; 


SCENE III. 


A green tail-yard ; a little fount, 
Where water poplin ſprings: 
There fits a wife wi wrink'd front, 


And yet foe [pins and ſings, 


SANG IX.—Tune, Carle, and the King come, 
Mauſe. 


EGGY, now the King's come, 
Peggy, now the King's come, 
Thou may dance, and I ſhall fing, 
1 Peggy, ſince the _ s come; 
Nae mair the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 

12 But change thy plaiding- coat for ſilk, 

is; And be a lady of that ilk, 
Now, Peggy, fince the King's come. 


- = Sg wir 


Enter BAULDY, 


* Bauldy, How does auld honeſt lucky of the glen? 
* Ye look baith hale and feir at threeſcore ten. 


They gallop faſt that de' ils and laſſes drive. U 
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es: — F'en 1 en tw _ out a thread wi” little din, 
and beeking my cauld limbs afore the ſin. 
Vhat brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn ? 
their nae muck to lead to threſh, nae corn? 


3 Baukdy. Enough of baith -Byt ſomething that rg- 
quires 

wiel, our helping hand, employs now a' my cares. 

l: Maufe, My helping hand! alake! what can Ido 


That underneath baith, eild and poortith bow ? 
Bauldy, Ay, but you're wiſe, and wiſer far than we, 
r maiſt part of the pariſh tells a lie. 
Mauſe, Of what kind wiſdom think ye I'm r 
That lifts my character aboon the reſt ? 
Baulay. The word that gangs, how ye re ae wiſe 
and fell. 
ſell may be tak” it ill gif I ſhould tell. 
Mauſe. What fouk fay of me, Bauldy, let me hear: 
ep naething up, ye naething ha'e to fear. 
Bauldy, Wiel, ſince ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye a* 
That UK ane talks about you, but a flaw : 
nen laſt the wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn ; 
hen laſt the burn bore down my mither's yarn ; 
come. When Brawny elf - ſnot never mair came hime ; 
hen Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came z 
When Belly Freetock 's chuffy-cheeked wean 
0 a fairy turn'd, and couldna ſtand its lane; 
ſhen Wattie wander'd ae night thro” the ſhaw, 
nd tint himſell amaiſt amang the ſnaw ; 
hen Myngo's mare ſtood ſtill and ſwat wi” fright, 
hen he brought eaſt the howdy under night; 


K, hen Bawfy ſhot to dead upon the green; 

ſilk, Ind Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſcen; 
ou lucky gat the wyte of a tell out; 

ne. nd ilka ane here dreads you round about; 


ad ſae they may that mean to do ye ſkaith ; Y 
or me to wrang ye, I'll be wy Iaith 
ut when I neiſt mak” grots, Il] ſtrive to pleaſe 


ou wi” a furlet of them, mixt wi peaſe. 
* Vol. II. 
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Mauſe- I thank ye, lad—now tell me your demand, 
And, if I can, I'll lend my helping hand. 

Bauldy. Then, I like Peggy—Neps is fond of me— 
Peggy likes Pate, —and Patie's bauld and flee, 

And looes ſweet Meg But Neps I downa fee— 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then 
Peggy's to me,—T'd be the happieſt man. 

Mauſe. I'll try my art to gar the bowls row right, 
Sae gang your "_ and come again at night ; 
Gainſt that time Il ſome ſimple things prepare, 
Worth a' your peaſe and grots, tak” ye nae care. 

Baul Vie Mauſe, I'Il come, gif I the road c 

nd; 
But if ye raiſe the de' il, he'll raiſe the wind; 
Syne rain and thunder, may be, when tis late, 
Will mak” the night ſae mirk, I'll tyne the gate. 
We're a' to rant in Symmie's at a feaſt, 


ane k. 


tell! 


O will ye come like badrans for a jeſt ? j PAT 
And there ye can our different *haviours ſpy ; We 
There's nane ſhall ken o't there but you and J. Pati-. 

Mae. Tis like I may but let na on what's paſt nd Rog 
Teen you and me, elſe fear a kittle caſt. bey're 

Bauldy. If I aught of your ſecrets e er advance, Kobe ala 

May ye ride on me ilka night to France. ere, wh 

f [ Exit Bauldy ird by 

| rk hov 

MAUSE ber lane. ow ſaft 

Peggy. | 

Hard luck, alake; when poverty and eild, br 

Weeds out of faſhion, and a lanely bield, r aught 

WY a ſma' caſt of wiles, ſnould in a twitch, Patie. 

Gre ane the hatefu* name, A vorindled witch.  ſpeakir 

This fool imagines, as do mony fic, | cou 

That Pm a wretch in compact wi' Auld Nick, my de 


Becauſe by education I was taught y breat 
To ſpeak and act aboon their common thought: ly cheel 
Their groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear; ky WOre 


Soon ſhall they ken what brought, what keeps me beWhat war 
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demand Nane kens but me ;—and if the morn were corne, 


ll tell them tales will gar them a“ ſing dumb, 


of me [Exite 
4 
n SCENE IV. 
OW right, Behind a tree upon the plain, 
3 Pate and his Pegzy meet, 
pare, 4 In love without à vicious flain, 
care. The bonny laſs and cbearſu ſwain 
ae road a Change vows and kiſſes ſweets 
| PATIE and PEGGY. 
te, 
gate. P A. 

) PAT1E, let me gang, I mauna ſtay ; 
y; We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny ſhe's away. 
dT. Patie. I'ma laith to part ſae ſoon; now we're alane, 
hat's paſtWnd Roger he's away wi' Jenny gane; 

bey're as content, for aught I hear or ſee, 
vance, Jo be alane themſelves, I judge, as we. | 

i aint the green, 


ere, where primroſes thicke 

it Bauldy Ward by this little burnie let us lean: | 
ark how the lav*rocks chant aboon our heads, 
ow ſaft the weſtlin winds Tough through the reeds, 
Peggy. The ſcented meadows—birds—and healthy 


d, breeze, 

Ir aught I ken may mair than Peggy pleaſe. 
hy Patie, Ye wrang me fair to doubt my being kind; 
. | ſpeaking ſac ye ca” me dull and blind. 
i} cou'd fancy aught's fac ſweet or fair wm. 
tick, my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 


y breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, 
wght : y cheek and breaft the fineſt flow'rs appear: 
ear; words excel the maiſt delighttu” notes, 


eps me beiflat warble thro? the . 7 or mavis' throats ; 
. 
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WY thee I tent nae flowers that buſk the field, 
Or npeſt berries that our mountains yield: 
The ſweeteſt fruits that hing upon the tree, 
Are far inferior to 2 kiſs of ther. : 
Peggy) But Patrick for ſome wicked end may fleech, 
And lambs ſhou'd trerible hen the foxes preach, 
I darena ſtay;—ye joker let me gang; 
Anither laſs may gar ye change your ſang ; 
Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang. 
Patie, Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the bairn ſits ſmiling on her lap: 
The ſun ſhall change, the moon to change ſhall ceaſe, 
The gaits to clim—the ſheep to yield the fleece, 
Ere ought by me be either ſaid or done, 
Shall ſkaith our love, I ſwear by a' aboon. 
Peggy: Then keep your aith—But mony lads will 
ſwear, + pe 
And be mayſworn to twa in half a year; 
Now T believe ye like me wonder wiel; 
Buf if a fairer face your heart ſhou'd ſteal, 
Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate, 
How ſhe was dawted anes by faithleſs Pate. 
. Patic, I'm ſure I canna change, ye needna fear, 
Tho? we're but young, I've loo'd you mony a year: 
] mind it wiel, when thou cou'dſt hardly gang, 
Or liſp ont words, I choos'd ye frae the thrang 
Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
Alt to the tanſy kno or raſhy firand ; 
Thou ſmiling by my ſide—I took delight 
To pou the raſhes green, wi' roots ſae white, 
Of which, as wiel as my young fancy cou'd, 
For thee I plet the flow'ry belt and noob. 
Peggy, When firſt thou gade wi' ſhepherds to the hill 
And I to milk the ews firſt try'd my fkill, 5 
To bear ths leglen was nae toll to me, 
When at the bught at ev'n I met wi' thee. 
Datie. When corns grew yellow, and the hether-bells 
Bloom'd bonny on the muir and riſing fells, * 
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Nae birns, or briers, or whins e' er troubled me, 
Gif I cqu'd find blae berries ripe for thee. 


Peggy. When thou didſt wreſtle, run, or putt the 


ſtane, 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: 
it a' theſe ſports thou ſtill gave joy to me; 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt wr thee. 
Patie. Jenny ſings ſaft the Broom of Cowden-tnows, 
ind Roſie lilts the Miſting of the ; 
here's nane, like Nancy, Jenny Nettles ſings; 
t turns in Maggy Lauder Marion dings: 
But when my Peggy ſings wi' ſweeter (kill, 
he Boa!man, or the L of Patie's mill, 
tis a thouſand times mair ſweet to me; 
Tho* they ſing wiel, they canna ſing like thee. 
Peggy. How eith can laſſes trow what they deſire! 
Ind, roos'd. by them we love, blaws up that fire: 
but wha loves: beſt, let time and carriage try; 
e conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy. 
de ſtill as now, and a' my care ſhall be, 
ow to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 


The foregoing, with a ſmall variation, was ſung at the acting 
as folleWss 


SANG X.—Tune, The Yellow-hair'd ladies 


Peggy 
hen firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
nd I at ew-milking firſt ſey'd my young {kill, 
o bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, 
Then I at the bughting forgather'd wi” thee. 

; Patie. 
hen corn riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether bells 
vom'd bonny on muirland and ſweet riſing fells, 
ze birns, briers, or breckens ga'e trouble to me, 
found the berries N55 ripen'd for thee. 
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| Peggy | 
When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 


. 8 Pautie. 

Our enny ſings ſaftly the Comden-broom-tnows, 
And Roſie lilts ſweetly the Milking the eros; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can fing 
At Thro' the wood, laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring. 


But when my dear Peggy ſings wi” better ſkill, 
The Boatmer. T weedſide, or the Laſs of the Mill, 
*Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; 
For tho' they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee, 


PH Peggy. 
How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire? 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes love's fire: 
Gi'e me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
To make myſell better and ſweeter for thee. 


Patic, Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lavey 
That little better than our nowt behave, 
At naught they'll ferly; ſenſeleſs tales believe, 
Be blyth for filly heghts, for trifles grieve— 
Sic ne'er cold win my heart, that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true: 
But thou in better ſenſe Without a flaw, 
As in thy beauty, far excels them a". 
Continue kind, and a' my care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſing iz for thee. 


I ken they wonder what cap mak” us ſtay. 

_  Paties And let chem ferly=Now a kingly kiſe, 
Or five-ſcore good anes wadaa be amiſs; 

And iyne we'll ſing the ſang wi tunefu' gleey 
That I mage up laſt owk on you and me. 


O ch; 
| Fl kiſs 
Pegov. Aﬀrreel ;burt hearken, yon's auld aunty A nigh 


[ct Till that 


Sun 
Gai 
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Pagy. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your hire— 
1e; Patie. Wiel, 1 agree. 
13 
- SANG XI.— Te its ane tune. 
| Pale, 
, By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eyes, that ſmiling tell the truth, 
3 I gueſs, my lafhe, that as wiel as I, 
Zo You're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny ? 
i, Peggy. 
© But ken ye, lad, gif we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
; Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 
ice. The maiden that o'er quickly tynes her power, 


Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and four, 


| Patie, 
But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their {weetnels they may tine; and ſae may yè. 
Red-cheeked ye completely. ripe appear, 
And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang half year, 


lave; 

Peggy ſinging, falls into Patie's arms. 
ve, Then dinna pou me, gently thus I fa 
Into my Patie's arms, for good and a': 

OW But ftint your wiſhes to this kind embrace, 


And mint nae farer till we've got the grace. 


Patie, wvith bis left band about ber wwaiſ), 
O charming armfu' ! hence ye cares away, 
Ill kiſs my treaſure a' the "28 adi day: 
uld aunt} night FI dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Fo len rill that day come that ye'll be a” my ain. 


kiſs 
5474 . 
3 Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ſkies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe z 
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O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal-day ; 

And if your weary'd honeſt light, 

Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 


— 
e 


SCENE I. 


Now turn your eyes beyond yon ſpreading lime, 
And tent a man whaſy beard ſeems bleech'd wi” time ; 
An elwand fills bis band, his habit mean, 

Nae doubt yl think be has a pedlar been, 

But whiſht ! it is the knight in maſcurade, 

That comes bid in this cloud to fee bis lad. 

Cljerve bow pleas'd the loyal ſuſf rer meves 

Tro bis auld av'nuts, anes delightfu” grovess 


Sir WILLIAM, eus. 


1 gentleman, thus hid in low diſguiſe, 

PI for a ſpace, unknown, delight mine eyes 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 

Which once 1 loſt—which now are mine again. 
Yet, midſt my joy, ſome proſpects pain renew, 
Whitſt 1 my once fair ſeat in ruins view. 
Yonder ! ah me, it deſolately ſtands, 

Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands; 
The caſements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walls of tap'ftry all bereft. 

My ſtables and pavilions, broken walls ! 

That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : 

My gardens, once py far d the moſt complete, 
With all that nature, all that art makes iweet ; 
Where round the figur'd green and pebble walks, 
The dewy flow'rs hung nodding on their talks ; 


— — 
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But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier, 

o jaccacinths or eglantines appear. 

low do thoſe ample walls to ruin yield, 

There peach and nect'rine branches found a bield, 
nd baſk'd in rays, which early did produce 

ruit fair to view, delightful in the ite \ 

Il round in gaps, the walls in ruin lie, 

nd from what ſtands the wither'd branches fly. 
heſe ſoon ſhall be repair'd ;—and now my Joy 
orbids all grief—when Fm to fee my boy, 

ly only prop, and object of my care, 

nce Heav'n too ſoon call'd home his mother fair: 
im, ere the rays of reaſon clear'd his thought, 
ſecretly to fairhful Symon brought, 
d charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, 

ill we ſhou'd ſee what changing times brought forth. 
id from himſelf, he flarts up by the dawn, 

nd ranges careleſs o'er the height and lawn, 

ter his fleecy charge ſerenely gay, 

ith other ſhepherds whiſtling o'er the day. 

hrice happy life! that's from ambition free, 
mov'd from crowns and courts, how cheerfully 
calm contented mortal ſpends his time 


hearty health, his ſoul unſtain'd with crime. 


Or ſung as fellows. 
SANG XII —Tune, Happy Clown, 
Hid from himſelf, now by the dawn 


He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn; 
After his bleeting flocks. 


Healthful, and innocently gay, 

He chants and whiſtles out the day ; 

Untaught to ſmile, and then betray 
Lake courtly weather-cocks 


— 
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Life happy from ambition free, Aman; 
Envy and vile hypocriſy, And te 
When truth and love with joy agree, Elſp: 

Unſully'd with a crime: God n 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, That 1 
In propping of their pride and ſtate, a = * 


He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


He ſcer 
nd tre 
ve v 


Now tow'rds good Symon's houſe I'll bend my way, Nor bet 


And ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day ; "89 
All on the'green, in a fair wanton ring, ſy Pat 
My youthful tenants gaylie dance and ſing. Ld or 
| [ Exit Sir Willi d rath, 
Glaud, 
SCENE II. TOY 
nleſs y 
Ti Symon's hauſe, pleaſe to ſtep in, Fa 
And vify't round and round; - 3 1 
There's nought ſuperf ous to give pain, * K ey 
Or cofily to be found. 1 br 
Yet all is clean; a clear peat ingle F 4 l 
Glances amidſl the floor : * | N 
The green horn ſpoons, beech luggies mingle od a. 
On ſcel /i forgainſt the door. 77% Wa 
Wh:le the young brood ſport on the green, hat 12 a 
The auld anes think it beſt, » * 
W the brown cow to clear their een, ; 3 
Snuff, crack, and tal their reft. Gland, 
Syuox, GLAUD, and ELSPA. el dr; 
Glaud. 
WV anes were young ourſells I like to ſee Symon, 
The bairns bob round wi” other merrylie : ur nec 
Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, n at 


And better looks than his I never bade; ght cle 
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Amang our lads he bears the gree awa': 
And tells his tale the clev'reſt o' them a'. 
Eſpa. Poor man !—he's a great comfort to us haith ; 

God mak” him good, and hide him ay frae ſkaith. 
He is a bairn, I'll ſay't, wiel worth our care, 

That ga'e us ne'er vexation late or air, 

Glaud, I trow, goodwife, if I be not miſta'en, 

He ſeems to be w1i' Peggy's beauty ta'en, 

nd troth, my niece is a right dainty wean, 

ve wiel ken; a bonnier needna be, 

(or better—be't ſhe were nae kin to me. 

Symon. Ha, Glaud! I doubt that ne'er will be a match, 
ſy Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 
Ind or he were, for reaſons I'll no tell, 
d rather be mixt wi' the mools myſell. 

Claud. What reaſons can ye ha'e? There's nane, 'm 

ſure, 

ſnleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe's but poor; 

t gif the lafſie marry to my mind, 
be to her as my ain Jenny kind; 

ourſcore of breeding ews of my ain birn, 

ve ky that at ae milking fills a kirn, 

Il gi'e to Peggy that day ſhe's a bride ; 

and attour, if my good luck abide, 

en lambs, at ſpaimng time, as lang's I live, 
nd twa quey cawfs Pl! yearly to them give. 

Elſpa. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud, but dinna ſpeer 
'hat may be 1s not fit ye yet ſhould hear. 

Symen. Or this day eight-days likely he ſhall learn, 
hat our denial diſna flight his bairn. 

Claud. We'll nae mair o't;—corae, gie's the other 

bend, 

ll drink their healths, whatever way it end. 
[ Their beaiths gar round, 
Symon, But will ye tell me, Glaud ? By fome tis ſaid, 
ur niece is but a funding, that was laid 
wn at your hallen- ſide, ae morn in May, 


= 
ght clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay. .- 
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Glaud, That clatteran Madge, my titty, tells ſic — 
Whene'er our Meg her cankart humour gaws. * 
Enter IE NR. bh 

Jenny. O father, there's an auld man on the green, ITI w: 
The felleſt fortune-teller e er was ſeen ; EG 
He tents our loofs, and ſyne whops out a book, Aw, 


Turns o'er the leaves, and gie's our brows a look: 
Syne tells the oddeſt tales that e er ye heard: 
His head is gray, and lang and gray his beard. 


Tour i 
Scarce 
Sir } 


Symon. Gae bring him in, we'll hear what he can Rut af 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my houſe to * = Egge 
K. bo 

But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear, 1 Sue 
He kens nae mair o' that than my gray mare. 
Glaud. Space · men! the truth of a” their ſaws I doui air fa 
For greater liars never ran thereout. ome, t 
Returns JENNY, bringing in $1R WILLIAM; with . 
them PAT IE. wa 3 
Symon. Le ire welcome, honeſt carle, here tak” a ſe a' my 
Sir Will, T give ye thanks, good-man, I'ſe no Mie con; 
blate. Symon, 
Glaud. [drinks.] Come, t'ye, friend—How far came h 
the day ? ſtimes 
Si- Mill. I pledge ye, nibour, e' en but little way; 
Rouſted wi” eild, a wee piece gate ſeems lang, [5 
Tua miles or three's the maſt that I dow gang. g 
Symen. Ye're welcome het fa a* night wi' me 4 
And tak? fic bed and board as weean gi'e. Ep 
Sir Will. That's kind unſought.— Wiel, gin ye Ei for 
a bairn here 18 
That ye like wiel, and wad his fortune learn, Clan 
I ſhall employ the fartheſt of my ſxill ka pl. 
To ſpae it faithfully, be't good or ill. EH. 
Symone ( pointing to Patie.] Only that lad — alake! Ib. hing | 
nat mae, Ian! 

Either ta mak* me joyfu* now or wae. | Deer at 
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s fic fla s Mill. Young man, let's ſee your hand; what gars 


*. ye ſneer? 


Patie. Becauſe your ſkill's but little worth I fear. 

Sir Will, Ye cut before the point; but, Billy, bide, - 
e green, I'll wager there's a mouſe-mark on your fide. 

Elſpa, Betooch-us-to ! and wiel I wat that's true; 


k, Awa, awa, the de'il's oer grit wi” you; 

look : Four inch aneath his oxter 1s the mark, 

: Scarce ever ſeen ſince he firft wore a fark. 

d. Sir Will, T'll tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpar'd 
he can ſu hut a ſhort while, he'll be a bra? rich laird. 

fo Elſpa. A laird! Hear ye, goodman—what think ye 
Exit Jenn now ? 


Symon, I dinna ken! Strange auld man, what art 
re. thou? 
ws L doubFWir fa* your heart, tis good to bode of wealth; 

ome, turn the timmer to laird Patie's health. 

5 [ Patie's beaith gaes round, 

M ; s Patie, A laird of twa good whiſtles and a kent, 

wa curs, my truſty tenants on the bent, 
tak” a ſeit a my great eftate—and like to be: 
\ Fſe no Mae cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on me. 
Smon. V hiſht, Patie—let t man look o'er your 


far came! hand, 

fumes as broken a ſhip has come to land. 
ttle way; [Sir William looks a little at Potie's band, then counter- 
ng: feits ſa ling into a trance, while they endeavour to lay 
gang - 2 bim right. 
ght wi me 


E Preſerve's the man's a warlock, or poſſeſt 
gin ye hr ſome nae good, or ſecond- ſight at leaſt: 

here is he now ? 
Cl. He's ſeeing a* that's done 


iy . 

ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 

Elſa. Theſe fecond-ſighted fork, his peace he here! 
alake! I] lac things far af, and things to come, as clear 


] can ſee my thumb—Wow ! can he tell 
veer at him, foon as he comes to himſell) 
Vol. I. 


- ” - © » 447 
4>. <4, 


_ * 


——— 
2 - 
. 
8 4 
—_——— 
* 


„„ 
— = 


OY 
6 - 
” 2 — . 


N 


— — — 5 
— cy * 
OE g * - , ye 


— 


Ke 


FR EE SS ES -—_— — . — 
ART ES 
4 d 4 
* a 
— * r 
N 3 
— 
— 


170 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


—_— 


* 


3 — 
ä 


— TY + 4 «qy* N * 
How ſoon we'll ſee Sir William ? Whiſht, he heaves, 
And ſpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. 


Symon, He'll ſoon grow better —Elſpa, haſte ye, ga 


And fill him up a tals of uſquebæ. 


Sir William flarts up, and ſpeaks, 


A Knight that for a Zyon fought 
Againſt a herd of bears, 


Was tolang toil and trouble brought, 
In which ſome thouſands ſhares ; 


Pvt now again the Zo» rarcs, 
And joy ſpreads o'er the plain: 
The Lyon has defeat the bears, 


The Knight returns again. 


That Knight in a few days ſhall bring 


A "4; frae the fauld, 
And ſhall 
A ſubject true and bauld : 
He Mr. Patrick ſhall be call'd— 
All you that hear me now 


preſent him to his King, 


May wiel believe what I have tald, 


7 For it ſhall happen true. 


Symon. Friend, may your ſpacing happen ſoon u 


Wiel: 


But, faith, I'm redd you've bargain'd wi? the de'il, 
To tell ſome tales that fouks wad iceret keep; 

Or do you get them tald you in your ſleep ? 

Sir Mill. Howe'er I get them, never faſh your beu 


Wor come I to read fortuncs for reward ; 
But I'll lay ten to ane wr' ony here, 
That all J propheſy ſhall ſoon appear. 


Semen. You prophefyingfouks are odd kind men! 
They're here that ken, and here that diſna ken, 


The wimpled meaning of your unco tale, 


Whilk foon will mak 2 nviſe o'er muir and dale. 


Bat I“ 
lump 
dic fort 


Kir N 
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heaves, Glaud, Lis nac ſma' ſport to hear how Sym be- 
ves. lie ves, 


ite ye, g And takes't for goſpel what the ſpaeman gives 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 
But what we wiſh, we trow at ony rate. 
Sir Will. Whiſht! doubtfu' carle ; for e'er the ſun 
Has driven twice down to the ſea, 
What I have faid, ye ſhall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 
its Glaud, Wiel, be't ſae, friend; I ſhall fay naething 
marr z 
But I've twa ſonſy laſſes, young and fair, 
lump ripe for men; 1 wiſh ye cou'd foreſee 
ic fortunes for them, might prove joy to me. 
Sir Will, Nae mair thro” ſecrets can J ſift, 
ing Till darkneſs black the bent; 
I have but anes a day that gift, 
Sac reſt a while content. . 


# Symon, Elſpa, caſt on the claith, fetch but ſome 
meat, 
d of your beſt gar this auld ſtranger eat. 
d, Sir Will. Delay a while your hoſpitable care ; 
d rather enjoy this evening calm and tair, 
round yon ruin'd tower, to fetch a walk 
Ji you, kind friend, to have ſome private talk. 
zen ſoon UM Sen. Soon as you pleaſe I'll anſwer your deſire 
my d, Glaud, you'll tak” your pipe beſide the fire ,— 
the de ih e il but gae round the place, and ſoon be back, 
ep; ne ſup together, and tak' our pint and crack, 
1 WE * I'll out a while, and ſee the young anes 
play; 
y heart's ſtill light, albeit my locks be gray. 0 
Exounts 
kind men! 5 


14 ken, 


9 
and dale. 


N 


* 2 


— 


— — — Oo — —— 
rer 
* 
- 


172 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


— erm ren rn ee nana | —— e - — —— 
* | 
. I'm g 
SCENE IE pit 
Penny; dretends an errand hame, __ 
Young Reger draps the reſt, Haw f 
To whiſper out bis melting flame, But wr 
Aud ibo bis laſfie's breaſt. Than 1 
Bebind a buſb, viel bid frae fight, they moet: When 
Soo, Penny's laughing, Roger's like to greed. Altho? 
Poor Shepherd! h Roger 
Ane wa 
ROGER and JENNY. Or whe 


F diff 


Roger, But lov 

D* Sins I wad ſpeak t'ye wad e let, jo 
And yet I ergh, ye re ay ſae ſcorn * ſet. ht * 
Jenny. And what wad Roger ſay, if he cou'd ſpeak 4 * 


id ſoo 


Am obli 8 d to gueſs what. ye re to ſeck ? 
ve ſeen 


Roger. Yes, ye may guels right eith for what I grei 
Baith by ſervice, ſighs, and langing cen: 


And I maun out wi't, tho” I riſk your ſcorn, F . — 
Ye're never frae my thoughts, baith even and morn. bar fon 
Ah! cou'd J looe ye leſs, I'd happy be, 3 
But happier far! cou'd ye but fancy me. he * 
Jem. And wha kens, honeſt lad, but that I may| hos fans, 
Ye canna ſay that e'er I ſaid ye nay. creaſe 
Roger. Alake ! my frighted heart begins to fail, he bri 5 
Whene' er I mint to tell ye out my tale, tioice 05 
For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than I, * | 
Has win yaur love, and near your heart may lie. 8 ac 
Jenny. I looe my father, couſin Meg I love ; he Pd 
But to this day nae man my mind cou'd move; n 


Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me; 
And frac ye a' I beſt had keep me free. 

Roger. ye lang, dear Jenny ?—ſayna that again, 
What pleaſure can ye tak' in giving pain? 


tho? 11 
" ever 
hat ma 
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I'm glad however that ye yet ſtand free; 
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me? 
Jenny. Ye ha'e my pity elſe, to ſee you ſet 

On that whilk makes our ſweetneſs ſoon forget: 
Wow ! but we're bonny, good, and every thing! 
How ſweet we breathe whene'er we kiſs or ſing! 
But we're nae ſooner fools to gi'e conſent, 
Than we our daffin, and tint power repent : 
When priſon'd in four wa's, a wife right tame, 
Altho' the firſt, the greateſt drudge at hame. 

Reger. That only happens, when, for ſake o' gear, 
Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a mare: 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind 

different tempers, that can ne'er prove kind: 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
Tho” thou ſhould ſcorn) ſtill to delight in thee. | 

Jenny. What ſugar'd words frae wooers lips can fa“! 
but girning marriage comes and ends them a'. 
ve ſeen wi' ſhining fair the morning rite, 

id ſoon the ſleety clouds mirk a” the ſxies; 
ve ſeen the ſilver ſpring a while rin clear, 

nd ſoon in moſſy puddles diſappear; l 
Ine bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile; 
put ſoon contentions a' their joys beguile. 

Roger, T've ſeen the morning riſe wi' faireſt light, 
he day, unclouded, fink in calmeſt night: 
ve ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling thro” the plain, 
creaſe and join the ocean, without ſtain : 

he bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile; 
goice throꝰ lite, and a' your fears · beguile. , 
Jenny. Were I but ſure ye lang wou'd love main» 

taing 

he feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain: 

T7 1 mann on, {mce now at laſt you're free, 

tho" 1 jok'd, Ilov'd your company: 

nd ever had a warmneis in my breaſt, 

aat made ye dearer to me thau tlic reſts 

| P'3 


3 v4 
= SH a 


* 
- - 2» — — —4 
az, "y xa 
— © ww "2 


— 


2 D 


— -- 
— 


* 


"IN 


l 
6 
: 
? 
4 
. 
L 


174 THE GENTLE SHEPH PRD, 


_— 


_ TY WII” x — —— — 
R-ger. I'm happy now ! o'er happy! had my head! W There 
This guſh of pleature's like to be my dead. If you 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me Pm a' fir'd Jen 
Wi' wond'ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir'd. Get h 
Kiſs, kiſs ! we'll kiſs the ſun and ſtarns away, re ha 
And ferly at the quick return of day! _ Auld f 
O Jenny | let my arms about thee rwine, 
And briſs thy bonny breaſts and lips to mine. 
Which may be ſung as fellows. V 
SANG XIII.— Tune, Leith Wynd. M 
| by Jenny. 2 
Were I aſſur'd you'll conſtant prove, Fo 
You ſhould nae mair complain; 
The eaſy maid, beſet wi” love, Sin 
Few words will quickly gain: 
For I muſt own, now, ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine She 
Has lang, a black ſole true to thee, | [ 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd wi' thine. * 
| Roger. The 
I'm happy now, ah! let my head 7 
« Upon thy breaſt recline ! | * 
The pleaſure ſtrikes me near- band dead, Y 
Is Jenny then ſae kind : 
O let me briſs thee to my heart! Russ 
And round my arms entwine: mon 
Delytfu' thought, we'll never part! we pacl 
Come, preſs thy lips to mine. horn fra, 
bod twe 
Jensv. Wi' equal joy my eafy heart gives way, i' meik 
To ovn thy wiel try'd love has won the day. thing 
Now by theſe warmeſt kiſſes thou has tane, as ſtill 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. ley left 
Roger, I ſwenr by filty thouſand yet to come, cauſe I 


Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb, 


— 
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ay head! There ſhall not be a kindlier dawted wife 
If you agree v' me to lead your life. 
Jenny. Wiel, 1 agree—neilt to my parent gae, 
Get his conſent, he'll hardly ſay ye nae ; 
Ye ha'e what will conumend ye to bim wiel, 


Auld fouks, like- them, that wants na milk and meal. 


wy 
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Wiel, I agree, you're ſure of me, 
Next to my father gae ; 
Make him content to gi'e conſent, 
He'H hardly ſay you nae: 
For ye ha'e what he wad be at, 
And will commend you wiel, | 
Since parents auld, think love grows cauld 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 
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Should he deny, I care na by, 
He'd contradict in vain ; 

Tho' a' my kin had faid and ſworn, 
But thee I will ha'e nane. 

Then never range, nor learn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree; 

And if you prove faithfu' in love, 
You'll find nae fault in me. 


Roger. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
* mony newcal in my byers rowt; 

we pack of woo I can at Lammas ſell, 

horn frae my bob-tail'd bleeters on the fell. 

ood twenty,pair of blankets for our bed, 


s way, ' meikle care, my thrifty mither made: 

7. thing that makes a heartſome Houſe and tight 
as ſtill her care, my father's great delight. 

ane. hey left me a', which now gie's joy to me, 


me, aule I can gi'e @', my dear, to thee: 
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And had ] fifty times as meikle mair, N 9 fer 
Nane but my Jenny ſhou'd the ſamen ſkair: 3 
My love and a is yours; now had them faſt, ” bl, 
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laſt. 95. 

Jenny. I'll do my beſt; but ſee wha comes this way, 14 
Patie and Meg - befides, I mauna ſtay; 1 
Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the morn; nd as 
If we be ſeen, we'll dree a deal of ſcorn. Foce! 

Roger. To where the ſaugh tree ſhades the menni <p 

pool, . : Symo 
Pl! frae the hill come down, when day grows cool: W--., 
Keep tryſt and meet me there; there let us meet, wits 
To kiſs and tell our love; there's nought ſae ſweets | 1. 
| 
SCENE IV. Sir A. 
Ft ill gr 
Thi: ſcene preſents the Knight and Sym, ang 0! 
—— p gallery of the place, . tu 
Where a looks ruinous and grim ; ymon 
Nor has the Baron ſbovem bis face, = ther 
But joking vi bis ſbepberd leel, «y __ 
Aft ſpeers the gate be hens fu wied. ba oP 
Six WILLIAM and SYMON. oe off: 
8 Will Ray 
* whom belongs this houſe ſo much decay'd? Ii 
Symon. To ane that loſt it, lending gen rous aid, 5% 17. 
To bear the head up, when rebellious Tail u'd b 
Againſt the laws of nature did prevail. nworth 
Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, era” y 
Whilk fills us a' wi” joy, now be come bame. parent 
it do n 
{ Sir William dropt his maſbing beard ; Sana. 
Symen tranſported fees 24 be 
. The velcome knight, 0% fand regard, word 
Au groſps bim round the knees. }- at out 
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My maſter! my dear maſter !- do ] breathe 
o ſee him healthy, ſtrong, and free frae ſkaith ! 
Return'd to cheer his withing tenants fight ! 
o bleſs his fon, my charge, the world's delight. 
i Sir Will. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
this way, place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy; 
came to view thy care in this diſguile, | 
; Ind am confirm'd thy conduct has been wile ; 
„ace ſtill the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
e MENn 1d ne er to him his real birth reveal'd, 
P $ymon, The due obedience to your ſtrict command 
> wth Vas the firſt locx - neiſt, my ain judgment fand 


ncet, jut reaſons plenty ſince, without eflate, 
{weet; 


blate : 


\ youth, though ſprung frac kings, looks baugh and 


Sir Will. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 


il grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, 
ng on their friends-—which gres their ſauls a caſt, 
hat turns them downright beggars at the laſt. 


Symon, Now, wiel I wat, Sir, you ha'e ſpoken true; 


or there's laird Kytie's lon, that's loo'd by few: 

lis father ſteght his fortune in his wame, 

nd left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
gangs about ſornan trae place to place, 

s ſcrimpt of manners as of ſenſe and grace, 

pprefling a' as puniſhment of their fin 

bat are within his tenth degree of kin: 

ius in ilk trader's debt, wha's ſae unjuit 

o his ain family as to gi'e him truſt. 

Sir Will. Such uſcleſs þ 

du'd be lopt off, to gre a ſtare mair health: 

nworthy bare reflection — Symon, run 

er a” your obfervations on my fon ; 

parent's fondneſs eaſily finds excuſe, 

t do not wi' indulgence truth abuſe. 


Vd? 


'rous. aids 


ad be o'er ſhort—cou'd I them right diſplay. 
word and deed he can fac wiel behave, 
at out of fight he ruus before the lave: 


. _ *.. 1 
SUI A 
Rs 


ranches of a eommon- wealth, 


Symon. Te ſpeak his praiſe, the langeſt immer day 
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And when there's eber a quarrel or conteſt, PI onl 
Patrick's made judge, to tell whaſe cauſe is beſt; he ya 
And his decreet ſtands good—he'll gar it fland ; lighte 
Wha dares to grumble, finds his correcting hand; las na 
Wi' a firm — 4 and a commanding way, Ind ro 
He gars the proudeſt of our herds obey, ngag” 

Sir Will, Your tale much pleaſes—my good frien 


Symor, 


ill lat 
Fi Gl 
had m 


proceed: . [ 
What learning has he ? Can he write and read ? 
Symon. Baith wonder wiel; for troth, I didna ſpare 


To gie him at the ſchool enough of lair ; vince lil 
And he delights in Looks—He reads and ſpeaks, \ vent 
Wi' fouk that ken them, Latin words and Greeks. lay ble 
Sir Will. Where gets he books to read—and of wh d, 
kind ? Then h 
Tho” ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 0, Syr 
Symon. Whene'er he drives our ſheep to EdinburgiMone bi 
port, I onder” 
He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſangs, or ſport : hey co 
Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, raight 
And carries ay a poutchſu' to the hill. ow ye 
About-ane Shakeſpear and a famous Ben Symon, 
He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men. here's 
How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling ſing, 
And ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his king, 
He kens fu* wiel, and gars their verſes ring. | 
I ſometimes thought he made o'er great a phraſe When 
About fine poems, hiſtories, and plays. ne hap} 
When I reprov'd him-anes,—a book he brings, thouta; 
Wy? this, quoth he, on braes I crack wi” kings. nd care: 
Sir Will. He anſwer'd wiel; and much ye glad fen yi 
| ear, 16 pain 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear ; heſe joy 
Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind ne er ha 
Above a lord's that is not thus inclin'd. ut from 
Symon. What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, muſt, in 
Except on rainy Sunday's, on a book ? | o courts 


When we a leaf or twa haff read haff ſpell, 
Till a* the reſt ſleep round as wiel's ourſell. 
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j f ///i//, Wiel jeſted, Symon; but one queſtion more 
[ll only aſk ye now, and then gi'e o'er. 


ſt; ke youth's arriv'd the age When little loves 
d; lighter around young hearts like cooing doves: 
and; las nae young laſſie wi' inviting mien 


nd roſy cheek, the wonder of the green, 

. Wogag'd his look, and caught his youthfu' heart? 

od friend Sen. I fear'd the warſt, but kend the ſma'eſt part, 
ill late J faw him twa three times mair ſweet 


ad ? i' Glaud's fair niece than I thought right or meet. 
Ina ſpare WW had my fears; but now ha'e nought to fear, 
ince like yourſell your fon will ſoon appear; 
ks, | gentleman enrich'd wi” a theſe charms, 
reeks. lay bleſs the faireſt beſt· born lady's arms. 


id of wha Sir u. This night muſt end his unambitious fire, 
Then higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire. 

o, Symon, bring him quickly here to me; 

lone but yourſell ſhall our firſt meeting ſee. 

onder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand; 

hey come juſt at the time I gave command; 

raight in my own apparel I'll go drels, 

ow ye the ſecret may to all confeſs. 

Hon. Wi' how much joy I on this errand flee, 
here's nane can know that is not downright me. 


1 ö {Exit Symons 
| Sir William, ſolus. 


raſe When the event of hopes ſucceſsfully appears, 
me happy hour cancels the tojl of years: 


gs, thoutand toils are loſt in Lethe's ſtream, 
8. nd cares evaniſh like a morning dream; 8 
ye glad u hen wiſh'd-ſor pleaſures. riſe like morning light, 
of ym that's paſt enhances the delight: 
; heſe joys I feel, that words can ill expreſs, 
d ne er had known, without my late diſtreſs. 


ut from his ruſtic buſineſs and love 
e look, Minit, in haſte, my Patrick ſoon remove, 
| v courts and camps that may his ſoul improve. 
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Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in little breakings ſhews its light, 

Till artful poliſhing has made it ſhine; 
Thus education makes the genius bright. 


Or ung as follows, 


SANG XV.<Tuhe, Wat ye wha I met yeſtrcen, 


No from ruſticity and love, 
Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
His ſoul muſt take another turn : 
As the-rough diamond from the mine, 
In breakings only ſhews its light, - 
Till poliſhing has made It ſhine, 


Thus learning makes the genius bright. 


AC TV. 
© SCENE I. 


We ſcene deſerib'd in former page, 
Glaud's one. Enter Mauſe and Madge. ' 


Fg HMauſe. 


ux laird's come hame! and owns young Pate | 


That's news indeed. 

Madge, As true as ye ſtand there. 
As they were dancing a' in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, like a warlock, wi” a beard 
Five nives in length, and white as driven ſna', 
Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry @'. 
We ferly'd meikle at his unco look, 
While frac his pouch he whirled forth book. 
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As we ſtood round about him on the green, 
He view d us a' but fix'd on Pate his een; 
Then pawkily pretended he con'd fpae, 
Yet for his pains and ſkill wad naithing hae. 
Mauſe. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping coof, 
Wad rin about him, and had out their loof. 
Madge, As faſt as fleas ſkip to the tate of woo, 
Whilk flee tod Lowrie hads without his mow, 
When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
In ſummer days flides backward in a pool. 
In fort he did for Pate bra* things foretell, 
Without the help of conjuring or ſpell ; 
At laſt when wiel diverted, he withdrew, 
Pou'd aff his beard to Symon : Symon knew 
His welcome maſter ;—round his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and ſyne for blythnels grat. 
Patrick was ſent for—happy lad is he! 
Symon tald Elipa, Elſpa tald it me. 
e' hear out a” the — ſtory ſoon: 
nd troth tis eben right odd, when a' is done, 
o think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 
Na, no ſae meikle as to Pate himſell. 
Dur Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loſt her jo. 
Mauſe, It may be be, wha kens, and may be no: 
o lift a love that's rooted is great pain; 
v'n kings ha'e tane a queen out of the plain; 
nd what has been before may be again. 
Maze, Sic nonſenſe ! love tak” root, but tocher good, 
Tween a herd's bairn, and ane of gentle blood! 
e faſhions in King Bruce's days might be; 
but ſiecan ferlies now we never ſee. 


Mah. Gif Pate for ſakes her, 7 ſhe may 7 2 | 
. 


— 


onder he comes, and wow ! but he looks fain; 
ae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 
Madge, He get her! flaverin doof; it ſets him wiel 
3 yoke a plough where Patrick thought to till. 
if { were Meg, I'd let young maſter | 20% 
_ Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he; 
0 * * a 
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And ſo wad I. But whiſht ! here Bauldy comes, 


11 


Enter Bau LDY, „aging. 


Jenny ſaid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 
Ye fall be the lad, PI be the laſs my ſell; 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free 


Ye're welcomer to tak* me than to let me be. Mor 
T trow ſae.—Laaſſes will come to at laſt, | wadr 
Tho? for a while they maun their ſma'-ba's caſt. 'Tis 1a 


Mauſe. Wiel, Bauldy, how gaes a' ? 
B Faith, unco right: 

J hope we'll a”. ſleep ſound but ane this night. | Mad 
Madge, And wha's th* unlucky ane, if we may aſk! Wan eth 
Bavldy, To find out that is nae difficult taſk : It ſets } 

Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nac mair ocaſt 


On Pate turn'd Patrick and Sir William's heir. hey'r 
Now, now, good Madge, ard honeſt Mauſe, ſtand be ud, oz 
While Meg's in dumps put in a word for me: Mau 
I'll be as kind as ever Pate could prove, b | 
Leſs wilfu', and ay conſtant in my love. o ca? 
Mace. As Neps can witneſs and the buſhy thorg, {© Saud 
Where mony a time to her your heart was ſworn : { 
Fy !. Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of love regard; Made 
What other laſs will trow a man{worn herd: Mau 
The curſe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads, 4 
That's ever guilty of fic ſinfu' deeds. ome, c 
I'll ne'er adviſe my niece fae gray a gate; e maun 
Nor will ſhe be advis'd, fu' wiel . Baulch 


Bauldy. Sae gray a gate ! manſworn ! and a' the reftor the ; 


Ye lied, auld Roudes,—and, in faith, y' had beſt f what 
Eat in your words, elſe I ſhall gar you ſtand, ly parc 
WY a het face, afore the haly band. ä Madge 

; Madge, Yell gar me ſtand! ye ſheveling-gabbit brock nd ow: 
Speak that again, and trembling, dread my rock, zac, or 
And ten ſharp nails, that when my hands are in, Till ye! 


Can flyp the ſkin o ye'r checks out o er your chin. Now, an. 
| with, ta 
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_ Bauldy, 1 tak“ ye witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay 
That I'm manſworn—l winna let it gae. 
Madge. Ye're witneſs too, he ca'd me bonny names, 
And ſhou'd be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims; 
Ye filthy dog | 
| Flees to bis hair like a fury-—e flout battle = | 
Mauſe endeavours to redd then, A 
Ca Mauſe. Let gang your grips; fy, Madge ! howt Ki 
| wadna with this tulzie had been ſeen, [Bauldy, leen; 9 
ft. 'Tis fac dait like 
{ Bauldy get's out of Madge's clutches with 6 
| bleeding noſe. 
| Madge. — Tis dafter like to thole 1 
nay aſk? An ether-cap like him to blaw the coal. | 33 
my It ſets him wiel, wi” vile unſcrapit tongue, 30 
p o caſt up whether I be auld or young; 1 
ir. hey're aulder yet than I ha'e married been, 1 
and be Mud, or they died, their bairns bairns ba'e ſeen. 2 
Mauſe., hat's true; and, Bauldy, ye was far to I 
blame, 
o ca* Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd name. 
y thorg, I V. My lugs, my noſe, and noddle find the 
worn: lame. 


Madse.. Auld Roudes ! filthy fallow, I ſhall auld ye. 


- £4; 


4 
2 
J 


15 Mauſe, Howt, no: —ye Il e en be friends wi honeſt M0 

ads, Bauldy. : | Ws 
ome, come, ſhake hands; this maun nae farder gae : 1 
e maun forgi'e m; I fee the lad looks wae. —_—_ 
Bauldy, In troth now, Mauſe, I ha'e at Madge nae We | 

a the reli or ſhe abuſing firſt was a the wyte [ſpite ; vn 

| beſt f what has happen'd, and ſhould therefore crave 1 

, wy pardon firſt, and ſhall acquittance have. 2 1 | 
Madge, I crave your pardon! Gallows-{ace, gae greet; 1 

abbit brock ud own your faut to her that ye wad cheat; =. 

rocks dae, or be blaſted in your health and gear, = 

re ins Fill ye learn to perform as wiel as ſwear. 

ur chin. Now, and lowp back !—was cer the like heard tell! 


with, tak him de'il; he's o'er lang out of hell. 
Q 2 
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* Bauldy [running 
Curſt were he 
That were condetnn'd for life to live wi” thee, 


2 þ 4 
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F]. His preſence be about us! 


[E xit Baulty, 


Madge (laughing). I think I have towzPd his hari 


galds a wee; | 
He'll no ſoon grein to tell his love to me. 
He's but a raſcal, that would mint to ſerve 
A laſſie ſae, he does but ill deſerve. 


Mauſe. Ye towin'd him tightly—T commend ye fort; 


His bleeding ſnout ga'e me nae little ſport : 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant of grace, 
And breeding baith—to tell me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ſtand 
To lend him in this caſe my helping hand. 


Madge, A witch! how had ye patience this to bear, 


And leave him een to ſee, or lugs to hear. 


Mavſe, Auld wither'd hands, and feeble joints lik 
f mine, 


Obliges fouk reſentment to decline, 

Till aft ' tis ſeen, when vigour fails, then we 

Wi cunning can the lack of pith ſupply : 

Thus I pat aff revenge till it was dark, 

_—_ bade him come, and we ſhould gang to wark ; 
m ſure he*lf keep his tryſt ; and I came here 

To ſeek your help, that we the fool may fear. 
Madge. And ſpecial ſport we'll ha'e, as I proteſt; 

Yell be the witeh, and I ſhall play the ghaiſt. 

A linen ſheet wound round me like ane dead, 

I' cawk my face, and grane, and ſhake my head: 

We'll fleg him ſae, he'll mint nae mair to gang 

A conjuring to do a laſſie wrang. 
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SCENE II. 

eit Bauldy, When bird: begin to nod upon the bough, 
his hart And the green fewaird grows damp wi” falling dew, 

While good Sir William is to reſt retir'd, 

Phe Gentle Shepherd, tenderly infpir'd, 

Walks thre' the broom wi" Roger ever leel, - 

To meet, ta comfort Mes, and tal farewiet. 
d ye for't; / 7 2 

PATIE and ROGER, 
Roger, 
Won! but I'm cadgie, and my heart lowps light : 

is to bear, O, Mr. Patrick ! ay your thoughts were right ; 


ore gentle fouk are farer ſeen than we, 
joints like That nacthing ha'e to brag of pedigree. 
- [mingMMy Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 
Is perfect yielding—-{weet—and nae mair ſcorn: 
| fpake my mind—ſhe heard—l ſpake again 
She Fail d—1 kiſs'd—I woo'd, nor woo'd in vain. 
o wark: Patie. Im glad to hear't—But O! my change this 


re day 
r. Heaves —— my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae. 
roteſt: ve found 2 father, gently kind as brave, 
F ind an eſtate that lifes me *boon the lave. 
5 i' looks a' kindneſs, words that love confeſt, 
head: e 2” the father to my ſoul expreſt, | 5 
ang Vhile cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt. 
nch were the eyes, he ſaid, thus fmiPd the mouth 
on night, WF thy lov'd mother, bleſſing of my youth 


Vho ſet too ſoon And white he praife beſtow d, 
Ex down his gracefu'ꝰ cheeks a torrent flow'd. 
My new+born joys, and this his tender tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a* my thoughts prevail: 
That ſpeechleſs lang, my late kend fire I view'd, 
Vhile guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd. 
Q 3 
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Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round, 
Whilſt I myſelf wi” riſing raptures found, 
The happy ſon of ane ſac much renown'sd. 
But he has heard! Too faithful \. pay fear 
Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear, 


* 
— 


Which he forbids ;—ah ! this confounds my peace, 


While thus to beat, my heart ſhall ſooner ceaſe. 
Roger, How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand : 

But wer't my caſe, ye'd clear it up aff hand? 
Patie, Duty, and haflen reaſon plead his cauſe ; 

But what cares love, for reaſon, rules and laws? 

Still in my heart my ſhepherdeſs excels, 

And part of my new happinels repels. 


Or ſung as follows, 
SANG XVI.—Tune, Kirk wad let be, 


Duty and part of reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong on the parent's ſide, 
Which love fo ſuperior calls treaſon 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd ; 


For now, tho' I'm ane of the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſehood repels ; 
For change in my heart has no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels. 


Roger. Enjoy them baith—Sir William will be won: 


our Peggy's bonny—you're his only ſon. 


Patie. She's mine by vows, and ſtronger ties of love, 


And frac theſe bands nae change my mind ſhall move. 


u wed nane elſe, thro? life I will be true, 
But fill obedience is a parent's due. 
Roger. Is not our maſter and yourſell to ſtay 
Awang us here - or are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff parts, 
To leave your ain poor us wi' broken hearts? 
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Patie. To Edinburgh ſtraight to-morrow we ad- 

vance, l 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, 
Where I muſt ſtay ſome'years, and learn to dance, 
And twa three other monkey tricks : That done, 
eace, | come hame ſtrutting in my red-heel'd ſhoon. 
* Then *tis deſign'd, when I can weil behave, 
1: That I maun be ſome petted thing's dull ſlave, 
For ſome few bags of caſh, that, I wat wiel, 
] nae mair need nor carts-do a third wheel: 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
doner than hear fic news ſhall hear my death. 
Reger. They wha ba'e juſt enough can ſoindly fleep, 
The o ercomę only faſbes fouk to keep ——» 
Good Maſter Patrick, tak* your ane tale hame. 

Patie. What was my morning thought, at night's 
the ſame ; * * 
e poor and rich but differ in the name. 
ontent's the greateſt bliſs we can procure 
rae boon the lift - without it kings are poor. 
Roger. But an eſtate like your's yields bra' content, 
Vhen we but pick it ſcantly on e bent: 
me claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, and red wine, 
200d cheer, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine, 
Dbeyſant ſervants, honour, wealth and eaſe, 
Vha's no content wi' theſe are ill to pleaſe. 
Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſsy 
Put mony a cloud hings hovering o'er the bliſs: 
he paſhons rule the roaſt—and if they're ſour, , 
ke the lean ky will ſoon the fat devour : | 
he ſpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
ang like the ſharpeſt goads in gentry's ſide. 
he gouts and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 
re frequenteſt wi” fouk oꝰerlaid wi? eaſe; 
ſtay Vile o'er the muir the ſhepherd, wi' leſs care, 
joys his ſober wiſh, and haleſome air. 
#oger, Lord, man! I wonder ay, and it dehghts 

g? 7 UCart, hene er I hearken to your flights ; 


| 


be won: 


es of love, 


all move. 
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How gat ye a' that ſenſe, I fain wad lear, | My fa 
That — eaſier diſappointments bear? But Io 
Patie, Frae books, the wale o' books, I gat ſome fill, MI falle 
Theſe beſt can teach what's real good and ill: Ikent 
Ne er grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, {Sir W 
To gain theſe filent friends that ever pleaſe. To m: 
Roger. I'll do't, and ye ſhall tell me which to buy: Pegg 
Faith I'ſq ba'e books tho' I ſhou'd fell my ky: But ſh: 
But now let's hear how you're defign'd to move New t 
Between Six William's will, and Peggy's love. That 1 
Patie, Then here it hes —his will maun be obey' d,) hen! 
My vows I'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride ; Vhen 
But I ſome time this laft deſign maun hide. Nae m. 
Keep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; By the 
I fent for Peggy, vonder comes my dear. Nae m. 
Nager. Pleas'd that ye truſt me wi' the ſecret, I, hen 
To wyle it frae me, a' the de'ils defy. [ Exit Roger Nae m: 
Patie ¶ ſolui]. WY what a ſtruggle muſt I now impart nd ru 
My father's will to her that hads my heart; s aftir 
I ken ſhe loves, and her ſaft ſaul will fink, nd fa 
While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink ae m: 
Of diſappointment—Heav'n ſupport my fair, Lo wat 
And let her comfort claim your tender care: but heg 
Her eyes are red lay ſuc 
N nd wa 
Enter PEGGY. Cer te 
My Peggy, why in tears ? 


Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: 
Tho' I'm nae mair 2 ſhepherd, yet I'm thine. 
Peggy. I dare not think ſae high -I naw repine $A 
At the unhappy chance, that made not me 
A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee. 


Wha can withoutten pain ſee frae the coaſt Speak 
The ſhip that bears his all like to be loſt ? Hol, 
Like to be carried by ſome rever's hand, Theſe 
Far frae his wiſhes to ſore diſtant land. Wh 


Pati-. ym quarrel fate, whilſt it wr me remains 
To raiſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe plains. 
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| My father has forbid our loves, I own ; 
But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown ; 
ome kill, L falſehood hate; come Ei thy cares away; 
ken to love. as wiel as to obey. 
cheeſe, Ir William's gen' rous; leave the taſk to me 
To make ſtrict duty and true love agree. 
to buy: Peggy. 2 on.! ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill my grief; 
' But ſhort I dare to hope the fond relief. 
— New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
e. That wi' nice air ſwims round in ſilk attire; 
"Ik Then I! poor me !—w!i” ſighs may ban my fate, 


Then the young laird's nae mair my heartſome Pate. 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 

By the blyth ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt : 

Nae mair be envied by the tattling gang, 

hen Patie kiſs'd me, when I danc'd or ſang ; 
Nae marr, alake! we'll on the meadow play, 

d rin half breathleſs round the rucks of hays 
s aftimes I ha'e fled from thee right fain, 

nd fawn on purpoſe that I might be tane : 

ac mair around the foggy know I'll creep, 

To watch and ſtare upon thee while aſleep. 

but hear my vow—'twill help to gi'e me eaſe ; 
lay ſudden death or deadly fair diſeaſe, 

nd warſt of ills attend my wretched life, 

cer to ang but you I be a wiſe ! 


Or ſung as follows, 


e. 
epine SANG XVII.— Tune, Wa, my heart that wi 
Hould ſunder. 


Speak on, ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold up a heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe fears, that ſoor will want relief, | P 

When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. * 
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© A gentler face and filk attire, Thy 
lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, Wi 8 
Alake, poor me ! will now conſpire, pe ; 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. And al 
No more the herd who excell'd o ma 
Ihe reſt, whole wit made them to wonder, [ll gait 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell ; rd wi 
Ah! I can die, but never ſunder. There 
Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, 
Ye bauks where we were wont to wander ; 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play'd, Wh 
Lou ll loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. My 
Again, ah ! ſhall I never creep My li 
Around the know with filent duty, But 
Kindly to watch thee while afleep, Wher 
And wonder at thy manly beauty ? Wh 
Hear, Heav'n, while ſolemnly I vow, Wi' m 
Tho” thou ſhould'ſt prove a wand' ring lover, Ant 
Thro! life to thee I ſhall prove true, W; u 
Nor be a wife to any other. Ad 


Patie. Sure, Heaven approves—and be aſſur'd of me Hope t 
I'll ne'er gang back o what I've fworn to thee: 
And time, tho' time maun interpoſe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this iſle, 

Yet time, nor diſtance, nor the faireft face, 

If there's a fairer, cer ſhall fill thy place. 

F'd hate my rifing fortune, ſhould it move 

The fair foundation of our faithfu' love. 

H at my feet were crowns and ſcepters laid, 

To byibe my foul frae thee, delightfu' maid, 

For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior things 

To fic as ha'e the patience to be kings. 

Wherefore that tear? believe, and calm thy mind. 

Peggy. 1 greet for joy, to hear thy words ſae kind; 
When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk defpar 
Made me think life was httle worth my care; 
My heart was like to burſt ; but now 1 ice 
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Thy gen'rous thoughts will fave thy love for me: 
Wi” patience then I'll wait each wheeling year, 
Hope time away, till thou wi” joy appear; 

And all the while Vl ſtudy gentler charms 

o make me fitter for my trav'ler's arms: 

Ill gain on uncle Glaud—he's far frae fool, 


Ls nd will not grudge to put me thro? ilk ſchool, 
Vhere I may manners learn 

1; SANG XVIII. — Tune, Tweed. ſide. 

ly When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 

er. My heart it was going to break; 


My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
ut now I will fav't for thy ſake. 
Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
Wi' me his dear image ſhall flay, 
lover, And my ſoul . ever in ſight. 


Wi' patience Fll wait the lang year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
ur'd of me Hope time away till thou appear, 
nee: To lock thee for ay in theſe arms. 
: Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life ; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 


To a height that's becoming thy wife. 


For beauty that's only ſkin deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans in May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 


55 For ever, without a decay. 
lor age, nor the changes of life, 
zd Can quench the fair ſire of love, 
7 2 hin a: F virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
ſae kind; 


irk defpai And the huſband ha'e ſenſe to approve. 
Ir 


te: "atie, » That's wiſely ſaid, 
| d what he wares that way ſhall be weil paid. 


192 


— — 
id... 


THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


Tho” without a' the little helps of art, 

Thy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart; 
Yet now, leſt in our ſtation we offend, - 

We muſt learn modes to innocence unkend ; 
Aﬀect at times to like the thing we hate, 

And drap ſerenity to keep up ſtate ; 

Laugh when we're fad, ſpeak when we've nought t 


ay, 3 f 
And, for the faſhion, when we're blyth ſeem wae ; 
Pay compliments to them we aft ha'e ſcorn'd, 
Then ſcandalize them when their backs are turn d. 
Peggy. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am ftill—but Pl! be ought wi” thee. 
Patie. Na, na, my Peggy, I but only jeſt 
Wy? gentry's apes: for ſhil amangſt the beſt, 
Ser manners gi'e integrity a bleeze, 
When native virtues join the arts to pleaſe. 
Peggy. Since wi' nae hazard, and ſae ſma' expence, 
My lad frae books can gather ſiccan ſenſe 
Then why, ah! why ſnou'd the tempeſtuous ſea 
Endanger thy dear life and frighten me ? 
Sir William's cruel, that wad force his fon, 
For watna-whats, ſac great a riſk to run. 
Patie. There is nac doubt but travelling does u 
prove; 
Yet I wou'd ſhun it for thy ſake, my love: 
But ſoon as I've {hook off my landwart caſt 
In foreign cities, hame to thee Pl haſte. 
Peggy. Wi' every ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
I'll kneel to Hcav'n, and afk thy ſafe return, 
Under that tree, and on the ſuckler brae, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to rin and play; 
And to the hifſel-ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd 
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow'rs, 
Wi joy, that they'll bear witneis 1 am your's, 
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Or ſung as follows, 
SANG xIX.— Tune, Buſs aboen Traquair, 


At ſetting day and riſing morn, 
Wi' ſoul that ſtill mall love thee, 
I'II aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe return, 
Wi' a' that can improve thee. 
urn' d. T'Il viſit aft the birken buſh, © © 
Where firſt thou kindly tald me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt entold me. 


To a' our haunts I will repair, 
By greenwood ſhaw or fountain; 
Or where the ſimmer day I'd ſhare. 
* Wi' thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By yows you're mine, by love 1s your's, 
A heart which cannot wander. 
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pom? Patie. My dear, allow me frae thy temples fals 
ſhining 2 of thy flowing hair, 
| hich, as a {ample of each lovely charm, 
L 
Haften kiſs, and wear about my arm. 
Page. Wer't in my pow'r wi” better boons to pleaſe, 
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7 * gie the beſt I'cou'd wi” the ſame eaſe; \ 
. or wad I, if thy luck had fallen to me, | 
d play; Pen in ae jot leſs generous to the. Fi 
Patie. 1 doubt it not; but ſince we've little time, 
0 Ware t on words wad border on a crime, 
1. ve's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, 


it's. hen tis wi” kiſſes on the heart impreſt, [ Excunt. 
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| SCENE I. Fils 

See bow poor Bauldy flares like ane p. To ga 

And roars up Symon frae bis kindly ret, As ſhe 

Bare-legg'd, i night cap, and unbutton'd coat, | But m 

Ser the auld man comes forward to the fot. For th 

(The v 

SYMON and BAULDY. - Rais'd 

Like a 

= 8 f " Mack ] 

JN FAT want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, Upon x 

While drowly ſlecp keeps a” beneath its pow'r!? WAnd ga 

Far to the north the ſcant approaching light Vas * 

Stands equal *twixt the morning and the night. My hea 

What gars ye ſhake, and glowr, and look fae wan? Mpithlet 

Your teeth they chitter, hair like briſtles ſtan'. ill, wi 
Bauldy, O len me ſoon ſome water, milk or ale, Pyne I, 

My head's grown giddy—legs wi” _— fail; rap up 
I'll ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane; oping 

Alake! I'll never be myſell again. m ſure 

PI ne'er o'erput it! Symon! O Symon! O! Till in a 


Symon gives him & dr" St, 117; 

Symon, What ails thee, gowk ! to mak” ſo loud ado:Eet May 
You've wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed; Bauldy 
He comes, I fear, ill pleas'd ; I hear his tred. ut firft 


Enter Sik WILLIAM. Dn 
Sir Will. How goes the night! does day- licht M 8, V, 
appear ? | FR 
Symon, you're very timeouſly aſteer. 
"Eben Pm forry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your 
reſt 
But ſome ſt-ange thing has Bauldy's ſp'rit xrel. 
He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreſtled wi* a ghaiſt. 
Bauldy. O ay,—dear Sir, in troth tis very true, 
And I am come tc mak” my plaint to you, 


= 
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Sir Vill. | ſmiling.) ] lang to hear't —— 
Bouldy, —— Ah! Sir, the witch ca'd Mauſe, 
That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 
Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd help me wi' her art, 
To gain a bony thrawart lafſie's heart: 
As ſhe had tryſted, I met wi'er this night, 
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright ! 
For the curſt hag, inſtead of doing me good, 
(The very thought o't's like to freeze my blood) 
Rais'd up a ghaift or de'il, I kenna whilk, 
Like a dead corſe in ſheet as white as milk; 
Mack hands it had, and face as wan as death, 
r, Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, 
s pow'r! And gat me down; While I, like a uu fool, 


| Vas labour'd as I wont to be at ſchool. 

ht. My heart out of its hool was like to loup, 

wan? PWpithleſs grew wi' fear, and had nae hope, 

- ill, wi” an elritch laugh, they vaniſh'd quite: 

57 ales Syne I, haff dead wi' anger, fear, and ſpite, 

ail ; rap up, and fled ſtraught frae them, Sir, to you, 
e; loping your help to gie the de'il his due, 


m ſure my heart will near gi'e o'er to dunt, 


01 Till in a fat tar barrel Mauſe be brunt. 
bim @ dr Sir Mill. Wiel, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt ſhall granted be; 
loud ado:Eet Mauſe he brought this morning down to me. 
ed; Bauldy. Thanks to your Honour, ſoon ſhall I obey ; 
c: ut firft I'll Roger raiſe, and twa three mae, 
o catch her falt, ere ſhe get leave to ſqueel, 
5 ind caſt her cantraips that bring up the de il. [ Exit. 
ay-light 5. „e Troth, Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than 
urt, | 
e witch and ghaiſt have made themſelves good ſport. 
rb*d your hat filly notions crowd the clouded mind, 
hat is through want of education blind ! thing, 
oppreſt, en. But does your Honour think there's nac 
zaiſt. witches railing deꝰ ils up thro” a ring, 
ry true, ne playing tricks, a thouſand I cou'd tell, 
. zu'd never be contriv'd on this tide hell. 
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Sir Will, Such as the devil's dancing in a muir, 
Amongſt a few old women, craz'd and poor, 
Who are rejoic'd to ſee him friſk and lowp 
O'er braes and bogs, wi' candles in his dowp 
Appearing ſometimes like a black horn'd cow, 
Aftimes like bawty, badrans, or a ſow; 

Then wi' his train thro” airy. paths to glide, - 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broomſtaffs ride, 
Or in the egg-ſhell ſkim out o'er the main, 
To drink their leader's health in France or Spain ; 
Then aft by night bombaze hare-hearted fools, 
By tumbling down their cupboard, chairs, and ſtools, 
Whate'er's in ſpells, or, if there witches be, 
Such whimſies — the moſt abſurd to me. 

Symon. "Tis true enough, we ne'er heard that 

witch 

Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich: 
But Mauſe, tho” poor, is a = wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt life. 
That gars me think this hobleſhew that's paſt . 
Will land in naething but a joke at laſt. 

Sir Will. I'm ſure it will; but ſee increaſing light 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night; 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horle prepare, 
Whilit I walk out to take the morning air. 


SANG XX.— Bonny grey-ey'd morn, 


The bonny grey-ey'd morning begins to peep 
And darkneſs flies before the riling ray, 
The hearty hind ſtarts from his lazy fleep, 
To follow healthful labours of the day, 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet *tend his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving the plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 
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While fluſter d with wine, or madden'd with loſs 
Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, 
The drunkard and gatnefter tumble and tofs, 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and Number in vain. 
Be my portion, health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac' d at a due diſtance from parties and ftate, 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 


Reach him who has liappineſs link'd to his 


fate. 
[ Excnnts 


SCENE 1I. 


While Peggy laces up her boſom fair, 
Via blue ſnood Jenny binds up ber bair 3 
Glaul by his morning ingle tals a beck, 
The riſing ſun ſbines molty thro" the reek : 
A pipe bis mouth, the laſſes pleaſe his cen, 


Ard new and then bis joke maun inter veen. 


GLavuD, Jegxy and PEGGY. 


Glaud, 

isn, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 

Ye dinna uſe fae ſoon to fee the light; 
ae doubt now ye intend to mix the thrang, 
Lo tak” your leave of Patrick or he gang: 
but do you think that now when he's a laird, 
hat he poor landwart laſſes will regard ? 
Jenny. Tho' he's young maſter now, I'm very fure, 
e has mair ſenſe than flight auld friends, tho? poor: 
ut ye gerday he ga'e us mony a tug, 
ind kiſs'd my couſin there frae lug to lug. 
Glaud, Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again; 
„ be advis'd, his company refrain: 
tore, he, as a ſhepherd, ſought a wife, * 
1 her to live a chaſte and life ; 
t now grown gentle, ſoon he will forfake 


: godly thaughts, . of being a rake, 
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Preey; rake ! what's that ?—Sure, if it means ought 
1415 
He'll never be't, elſe J ha'e tint my ſkill. 
Glaud, Daft laſſie, ye ken nought of the affair, 
Ane young and good and gentle's unco rare: 
A rake's a graceleis ſpark, that thinks nae ſhame 
To do what like of us thinks fin to name; 
Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never flap . 
To brag how aften they ha'e had the clap: 
They'! tempt young things like you, wi' youdith 
fluſh'd, 2 f 
Syne mak” ye a“ their jeſt when ye're debauch'd, 
Be wary then, I ſay, and never gi'e 
Encouragement, or bourd wi' fic as he. 

Peggy. Sir William's virtuous, and of gentle blood; 
And may not Patrick too, like him, be good ? 

Glaud. That's true, and mony gentry mae than he, 
As they are wiſer, better are than We, | 
But thinner ſawn ; they're fac puſt up wi pride, 
There's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide 
That ſhaws the gate to heay'n ;—P ve heard myſell, 
Some o' them laugh at doomſday, fin, and hell. 

Jenny. Watch o'er us, father! heh ! that's very ode 
Sure him that doubts a doomiday, doubts a God. 

Glaud, Doubt! why they neither doubt, nor judge 

nor think, 
Nor hope, nor fear ; but curſe, debauch, and drink : 
But I'm no ſaying this, as if I thought 
That Patrick to fic gates will e er be brought. 

Peggy. The Lord forbid! Na, he kens better thing 
But here comes aunt, her face ſome terly brings. 


Enter MapG | 


Madge. Haſte, haſte ye, we're a* ſent for o'er d 
gate |; | ; 
To hear, and help to redd ſome odd debate | 
*Tween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout fome witcheraftiſpe 
At Symon's houſe, the knight fits judge himſell. 
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Glaud, Lend me my ſtaff; — Madge, lock the outer 
door, 
And bring the laſſes wi? ye; I'll ſtep before. [ Exit. 
Medge. Poor Meg . Jenny, was the like e'er 
een? 
How bleer'd and red wi' greeting look ber een! 
This day her brankan wooer takes his horſe, 
To ſtrut a gentle ſpark at Edinburgh eroſs: 
To change his kent cut frae the branchy plain, 
For a nice ſword and glancing headed cane; 
To leave his ram-horn ſpoons, and kitted whey, 
For gentler tea, that ſmells like new-won hay ; 
To leave the green- iwaird dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruſtle *mang the beauties clad 1 in ſilk. 
But Megs poor Meg! maun wi' the ſhepherd ſtay, 
And tak what God will ſend in hodden-gray. 
Peggy. Dear aunt, what needs ye faſh us wi” your 
ſcorn ; 
Its no my faut that I'm nae gentler born. 
Gif I the daughter of ſome laird had been, 
Inc'er had notic'd Patie on the green : 
Now fince he riſes, why ſhould repine ? E 
If he's made for another, he*tl ne*er be mine. 
And then, the like has been, if the decree 
Defigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
Magge. A bonny ſtory, troth !—But we delay; 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. | 
F Excunts, 
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SCENE III. 


Sir William fills the teua-arm d chair, 
While Symon, Reger, Glaud, and Mavuſe 
Hitend, and tui leud laughter bear 
Daft Buuldy bluntly plead bis cauſe : 
For now lit tell d bim that the taz 
Was bandled by .revengefu' Madge, 
Becauſe be brad good breeding s lars, 
And zui bis nonſenſe rais'd their rage. 


Sm W1LLIam, Parix, Roctr, Symon, GLavp, 
g Bury and Maus. 


- Sir Will. 
ND was that all?— Wiel, Bauldy, ye was ſerv'd 
& + Nootherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. 
Was it ſo ſmall a matter to defame, 
And thus abuſe an honeft woman's name? 
Beſides your going about to have betray'd 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. 
Hauldy. Sir, I confeſs my faut thro? a' the ſteps, 
And ne er again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 
Mauſe. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, 
Ikend na that they thought me ſic before. 
Banldy. An't like your honour, I believ'd it wiel; 
But troth I was e'en doik to ſeek the de'il; 
Yet, wi your Honour's leave, tho? ſhe's nae witch, 
She's baith a flee and a revengefu* —— ] 
And that my ſome place finds; but I had beſt 
Had in my tongue, for yonder comes the g, 
And the young bonny 2b, whaſe roſy cheek 
Sent me, without my wit, the de'il to ſeek. 


Enter MADGE, PEGGY, and JENNY. 


Sir Will. [looting at Peggy]. Whoſe daughter's ſhe 
that wears th' Aurora gowns 
ovely brown ? 
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How ſparkling are her eyes! what's this! I find 
The gil brings all my ſiſter to my mind. 
Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 
Which death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt grace. 
Is this your daughter, Glaud ?—— 
Glaud.— Sir, ſhe's my niece 
And yet ſhe's not but I ſhou'd had my peace. 
Sir Will, This is a contradiction; what d'ye mean? 
dhe is, and is not! pray thee, Glaud, explain. 
Glaud, Becauſe I doubt, if I ſhould mak appear 
What I have kept a ſecret thirteen year 
Mauſe. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Will. Speak ſoon; I'm all impatience !— 
Patie. ä So am I! 
For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. / 
Glaud.— Then, ſince my — orders, I obey 
This benny faundling ae clear morn of May, 
Cloſe by the lee fide of my door I found, 
All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 
In infant weeds, of rich and gentle make. 
What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forſake ? 
Wha, warſe than brutes, cou'd leave expos'd to air 
ae much of innocence, ſae ſweetly fair, 
dae helpleſs young ? for ſhe appear'd to me 
Only about twa towmands auld to be. 
I took her in my arms, the bairnie ſmil'd 
Wi' ſic a look wad made a ſavage mild, 
hid the ſtory, ſhe has paſs'd ſinceſyne 
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine: 
Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 
For ſhe's wiel worth the pains that I ha'e tane. 
Ye ſee ſhe's bonny ; I can ſwear ſhe's good, 
And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood; 
Of whom [ kenna—naething ken I maar, 
Than what I to your Honour now declare. 
Sir Will. This tale ſeems ſtrange !— 
Potie.— he tale delights my ear! ſappear. 
Sir Will. Command your joys, young man, till truth 
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Mae. That be my taſk. Now, Sir, bid a” be huſh, 
Peggy may ſmile Thou haſt nae cauſe to bluſh, 
Lang ha'e I wiſh'd to fee this happy day, 

That I might ſafely to the truth gre way ; 
That I may now Sir William Worthy name 
The beſt and neareſt friend that ſne can claim. 
He faw't at firſt, and wi? quick eye did trace 
His fifter's beauty in her ier face. 

Sir — Old woman, do not rave - prove what you 
Tis dan 3 in affairs like this to play. 

Patio. What reaſon, Sir, can an auld woman have 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſae near her grave? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 
F every thing looks like a reaſon want. 
Omner, The ſtory's odd ! we wiſh we heard it out. 
Sir Will. Make „good woman, and reſolve each 
doubt. 
[ Mouſe goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir Willian. 

Mauſc. Sir, view me wiel; has fifteen years ſo plow d 

A wrinkled face that you ha'e often view'd, 
That here I as an unknown ſtranger ſtand, 
Who nurs'd her mother that now holds my hand ? 
Yet ſtronger proofs I'll gre if you demand. 
Sir oe * honeſt nurſe, where were my eyes b 
ore ? 
T know thy faithfulnſs, I need no more; 
Yet from the lab'rinth, to lead out my mind, 
Say, to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind ? 

[Sir William embraces Peggy, and mater her fit by bim. 
Yes, ſurely, thou'rt my niece ; truth muſt prevail: 
But no more words till Mauſe relate her tale. 

Patie. Good nurſe gae on; nae muſic's haff ſae fine, 
Or can 9 ike theſe words of thine. 

Mauſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant life, 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wife. 

The ſtory's lang ; but I the ſecret knew, 


How they purſu d wi' avaricious view 
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Her rich eſtate, of which they're now poſſeſt; 
All this to me a confident confeſt. 
Iheard wi” horror, and wi” trembling dread, 1 
They.d ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed. 
That very night, when all were ſunk in reſt, 
At midnight hour the floor I ſaftly preſt, 
And ſtaw the fleeping innocent away, 
Wi' whom I travell'd ſome few miles e er day. 
A day I hid me ;—when the day was done, 
Ikept my journey, lighted by the moon, 
Till eaſtward fifty mules I reach'd theſe plains, 
Where needfu* plenty glads your cheerful ſwains. 
Afraid of being found out, and, to ſecure 
My charge, I laid her at this ſhepherd's door ; 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate'er ſhould happen to her, might be by. 
lere, honeſt Glaud himſell, and Symon may 
Remember wiel how I that very day 
Frag Roger's father took my little cruve. 
Glaud, { with tears of joy bapping down bis beard} 

I wiel remember't: Lord reward your love! 
Lang ha'e I wiſh'd for this; for aft I thought 
vic knowledge ſome time ſhould about be brought. 

Patie. Tis now a crime to doubt—my joys are fully 
Vi” due obedience to my parent's will. 
bir, wi” paternal love ſurvey her charms, 

nd blame me not tor ruſhing to her arms ; 
he's mine by vows, and would, tho” itill unknown, 
a'e been my wife, when I my vows durſt own. 

Sir Will, My niece, my daughter, welcome to my 
weet image of thy mother, good and fair, [carey 
qual with Patrick ; now my greateſt aim i] 
Wal! be to aid your joys, and well-match'd flame. 
e bovy, receive her from your father's hand, 
CS} as good will as eicher would demand. 
r A [ Patic and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William. 
. Wi' as much joy this bleſſing I receive, 
ae wad life that's finking in a wave, 
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Sir Will. [paife4 ile. ] I give you both my blefſing; I} T' e: 


may your love | 

Produce a happy race, and ſtill improve. 

Pergy. My wiſhes are complete—my joys ariſe, 
While I'm haff dizzy wi' the bleſt ſurpriſe. 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me ſo much generous kindneſs had? 
Lang may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, 
Happy while Heaven grant he on them remains. 

Patie, Be lang our guardian, ſtill our Maſter be; 
We'll only crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gie: 
The eſtate be your's, my Peggy's ane to me. 

Glaud. J hope your Honour now will take amends 
Of them that bucht her life for wicked ends. 

Sir Will. The baſe unnatural viilain ſoon ſhall know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs below. 
Pl ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill-got gains. 

Peggy. To me the views of wealth and an eſtate, 
Seem light when put in balance with my Pate: 
For his ſake only, I'Il ay thankful bow 
For ſuch a kindneſs, heft / men, to you. 

Symon. What double blythneſs wakens up this day ! 
I hope now, Sir, you'll no ſoon haſte away. 
Shall 1 unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye\of hale country fare ? 
See how mach joy unwrinkles every brow ; 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you: 
Even Bauldy the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madye's taz, and pawky Mauſe's plot. 

Sir. Will, Kindly old man; remain with you this day 
I never from theſe fields again will ſtray : 
Maſons and wrights my houſe ſhall ſoon repair, 
And buſy gard'ners mall new planting rear: 
My father's hearty table you foon ſhall fee 
Reſtor d, and my beſt friends rejoice with me. 

Symon, That's the beſt news I heard this twenty year 
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 
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— Glaud. God ſave the Kings and faye Sir William lang, 
bleſſing ; T' enjoy their ain, and raile the ſnepherd's ſang. +, 

Roger. Wha winna dance, wha will refuſe to ſing ? 

What ſhepherd's whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring? £ 

riſes Bauldy. 1751 friends wi” Mauſe - wi' very Madge I'm 


gree'd, 
Altho' they ſkelpit me when woodly fleid ; 
m now fu” blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
85 To join and ſing, “ Lang may Sir William live.“ f 
ins. LL FANS may he live—and, Rauldy, learn to 
ee 


be; 
2 Your gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak ; 
And never ea” her auld that wants a man, 
amends Elſe ye ma Ft ſome witches Angers ban. 
; This day fp wi” the youngeſt of you rant, 
all know, And brag for ay that I was ca'd the aunt 
Of our young lady,—my dear. bonny bairn ! 
Peggy. Nae other name I'll ever for you learn: 
And, my good nurſe, how ſhall 8 be 
eſtate, For a” thy matchlels kindneſs done for me ? 
e: Mauſe. The flowing pleaſures of this happy day 
Does fully a' I can require repay. 
Sir Will. To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, to 
this day „ 
and to your heirs, I giye in endleſs feu, 
he mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, 
For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare, 
Mauſe, in my houſe, in calmneſs, cloſe your days, 


˖ ith nought to do but ſing your Maker's praiſe. 

Omnes. The Lord of Heaven return your Honour's 
u this day love, 

onfirm your joy3, and a' your bleſſings roove. 
pair, Patie, preſentiag Roger to Sir William. 

Sir, here's my truſty friend, that always ſhar'd 

ly boſom ſecrets, ere I was a laird: | 
ne. zlaud's daughter, Janet, (Jenny, think nae ſhame), 
wenty year Wais'd and maintains in him a lover's flame: 


lear. Vol. li, - waht 
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Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpake and won, 

And hopes to be our honeft uncle's ſon ; 

Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 

That nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 

Sir Will. My ſon's demand is fair—Glaud, let me 
craves 

That truſty Roger may your daughter have 

With frank conſent ; and while he does remain 

Upon theſe fields, I make him chamberlain. 

" Glaud. —_ croud your bounties, Sir; what can 
we lay, 

But that were dyvours that can ne'er repay ? 

Whate'er your Hoaoer wills, I ſhall obey. 

Roger, my daughter wi* my blefling take, 

And ſtill our maſter's right your buſineſs make : 

Pleaſe him, be faithful, and this auld gray head 

Shall nod wi' quietneſs down amang the dead. 

Roger, I ne*er was good o* ſpeaking a' my days, 

Or ever loo'd to makꝰ o'er great a fraiſe; 

But for my maſter, father, and my wife, 

I will employ the cares of a' my life. 

Sir Will, My friends, I'm ſatisfy'd you'll all behave, 

Fach in his ſtation, as I'd wiſh or crave. 
Be ever virtuous, ſoon or late you'll find 
Reward and ſatisfaction to your mind. 

he maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild ; 
And oft, when hopes are higheſt, we're beguil'd. 
Aft when we fland on brinks of dark deſpair, 
Some happy turn with joy diſpels our care. 
Now all's at rights, who ſings beſt, let me hear. 

Peggy.” When you demand; I readieſt ſhould obey ; 
I'll fing you ane, the neweſt that I ha'e. 

479 


SANG XXI.—Corn riggs are benny. 


My Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy; 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy: 
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His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize; 
He's comely in his wauking ; 
The ſhining of his een April; 
Tis heav'n to hear him tauking. 
„ let me Laſt night I met him on a bauk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
| There mony a kindly word he ſpak' 
4 That ſet my heart a glowing. 
He kiſs d, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
at can And loo d me beſt of ony, 
That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O corn riggs are bonny. 
Let laſſes of a ſilly mind 
te: Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting ! 
ad Since we for yielding were deſign'd, 
1, We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
days, Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touſle air or late, 
While corn riggs are bonny. 
U behave, [ Exeunt omni7; 
wild ; 8 2 
uil'd. : 
ry 0 
ear. 


1d obey ; 
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N Ga, 
Ha, 


LA 2 2 


G LOSS AR T; 
OR : 


EXPLANATION OF SCOTS' WORDS 


Uſed by the Author, which are rarely or never found 
in the modern Engliſh Writings. 


Some general Rules, hetrwing wherein many Southern and Nor- 
thern Words are originally the ſame, having only a Leiter 
ebanged for another, or ſometimes one taken away. or added. 


I. In'many Words ending with an | after an a or u, the | is 


rarely ſounded, 

Scots. Engliſh. Scots. Engliſh, 
A Arr. Sma, | Small, 
Ba, Ball. Sta, Stall. 
Ca, Call. Wa, Wall. 
Fa, Fall. Fou, or fu, Full. 
Ga, Ga - Pau, or pu, Pull. 
Ha, Hall. Woo, or U, 1 | 


Il. The] changes fo a, W, or u, after o or à, and is 1 frequently 
| * before another Conſonaut; as, | 


Scots. Eagliſb. hgh Scots. | Engli 2. 
BAW M, BALM, „„ Boll. 
Bauk, - Baulk. Heut, Bolt. 


Burk, a Bulk. Caf, b Calf. 
Ns, * 8 
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Scots. Enꝑliſt. Scots. Engliſd. 
Coo, Coll or Clip. | Howns, Holms. 
Fant, Fault, Maut, Malt. 
Fauſe, Falſe. 3 Poco, Poll. 
Fowk, Folk. ' Ne, Roll, 
Fawn, Fallen. Scarud, Scald. 
Good, Gold. Sto vun, Stoln. 
Haff. Half. Wawk, Walk. 
How, Hole or Hol- 

low. 


III. An © before ld, chonger to ay or au; ar, 


Scots, 


 AULD, 


Bauld, 
Cauld, 
Fauld, 


Englifh, 
OLD, 
Bold. 
Cold. 


» Fbld: 


Wad, 


Scots. Fighſs. 
Hold, or bad, Hold. 
'Sald, Sold. 
Tald, Told. 
Would. 


IV. 23. O, Oe, or ow is changed to A, le, bw, or ai; 41 


Scots. 


ith, 


Yeu. or an, 


Alane, 
Amaiſt,, 
Amang, 
Aits, 
Aits, 
Aden 
Auner 9 


E ngliſh, 


Alone. 


© Scots. 
| Bain, 


Bair, 


Balib, 
Blat, 
Braid, 
Claith, 


Cra ro, 


| Drap, 


Fae, 


| Fra, 
” Gee, 


N Bone. 


Bo Ar. 
Both. 
Blow. 
"Broad. 


Cloth, 


Crow. 


Drop. 
Foe. 


; Fro, or from 
60 


Goats, 


_. _Groan, 
Holy. 


Nane, 
Naithi 
Pape, 
Rae, 
lar, 
erp, 


N 470, 


J. 
ald. 


p al; as 


* Stbss AKN. 


8 5 eee 
Scots. E 1 ny Scots. 
Hale, Fro e. Saft, 
Haleſome, holeſome. Saip, 
Home, Home. Sair, 
Hait, or bet, Hot. Sang, 
Laith, Loath. $law, 
Laid, | Load. Snaw, 
Lain, or len, Loan. Strale, 
Lang, Long. Sta to, 
Law, . Low. Stane, 
Mae, Moe. Saul, 
M aift, Moſt. Tae, 
Mair, More. Taiken, 
Mane, | oans Tangs , 
Maw, | _ Top, 
Na, Os Thrang, 
Nane, None. Wae, 
Na ithing, Nothing. Wame, 
Pape, Pope. Wan, 
Rae, * War, 
tar, Car. Wark, 
lard, Rope. Warld, 
aw, Row. | Wha, 


Scots. 


Engliſh. 
Bol other. 

ull. 
Burn. 
Brother. 
Foot. 
Fother. 


Honey. 


Scots. 


- Tiber, 
Mither, 


- Nits, 


Nile, 
Pit, 


- Rin, 


Sing 


Stroak. 
Stole. 
Stone * 
Soul. 
Toe. 
Token. 
Tongs. 
Top. 
Throng. 
Woe. 


g Womb. 


on. 
Worſe 0 
Work. 


World. 


Who. 


V. Deo or ui frequently changed into i; as, 


Engliſh, 


Other. 


Mother. 
Nuts. 
Noſe. 
Put. 
Run. 
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BLINS, perhaps 'Bannocks, a fort of bread 
Aboon, above thicker than cakes, and 


Aiterbread, the breadth of 

an acre 

Air, long ſince. It. Early. 
Air up, ſoon up in the 
morning 

Ambrie, cupboard 

Anew, enow 

Arles, earneſt of 
gain 

Aſe, Aſhes 

Atains, or Atanes, at once, 
at the ſame time 

Attour, out- Over | 

Auld-farren, ingenious 

Aurglebargin, or Eagglebar- 
gin, to contend and 
wrangle 

Awſome, frightful, terrible 

Azad, the breath 


2 bar- 


B 
BACK-+SEY, a ſurloin 
Badrans, a cat 
Bail, ſtaid, abode 
Bains, children 

Balen, Whale: bone 


round 0 

Barken'd, when mire, blood, 
&c. hardens upon a 
thing hike bark "= 

HBarlikbeood, à bl of drunken 
an aſſion 

. e the ſtaves 
of a hand- barrow 

Batts, colick 

Bawbie, halfpenn 

Baucb, ſorry, indifferent 


Ba u. ſy, bawſand - fac'd, is a 


cow or horſe with a 
white face 

Bedeen, immediately; in 
haſte 8 

Bet, beaten 

Begond, began 

Beprutten, all in tears 

Heil, to baſk 

Beild, or beil; a ſhelter 

Bein, or been, wealthy. 
been houſe, a warm wel 
furniſhed one 

Beit. or beet, to help, r 


pair . 
Bells, bubbles 


Bru 
Bic 
2 
q 

b 
Vg 
2 
V 
Ec 
Byre 


Bi-. 
Birle 


Birs'd 
Bitthe, 


mel 
Or a 


Black-q 


com 


Bang, is ſometimes an ac- ZBeltan, the zd of May, of Sac, p 


tion of haſte. We ſay, 


he or it came with a bang. + 


A bong alſo means 
a great nmober. 
Homers fbe bad à bang 
#Barg/er, a bluſtering roar- 
mg perion 


Of cu» | 


2 


Road- day 
Bended drunk hard 
Benn, the inner-room 0 


of th 


ed 
lf 


a houſe late, | 
Benn iſon, bleſſing aller 
Benſell, or Benſail. force [#ech, 
Beni, the open field a 


of bread 
>akes, and 


ure, blood, 


upon 2 
k. 
drunken 


he ſtaves 
OW 


n 
ifferent 
-fac'd, is 2 


e with 2 


ately; in 


— 


GLOSSARY. 


| BLE 
Beub, baked 
5 A ates (al | 
ickering, ghting running 
quickly. en boys 
Ji build, with ſtones 
d, 


bui et, built. 
Brogings, WE 


J. Sen, A linen cap or 
Colt N 

Billy, brother 

Byre, or Byar, a cow- ſtall 

Birks, birch- trees 

Birle, toUrink. Common 

ople joining their far- 

ange for purchaſing 
liquor, they call it bi- 
liag a bawbie. 

Bira, a burnt mark | 

Birns, the ſtalks of burnt 
heath * ' 

Birr, force, flying ſwiftly 
with a noiſe 

Birs'd; bruiſed 

Bittle, or beetle, a woodeti 
mell for beating hemp, 
or a fuller's club 

Black-a-wvic'd, of a black 
complexion 

Be, pale blue, the colour 
of the kin when bruiſ- 


ed 
L=. be ile 
late, baſhful 
atier, à rattling noiſe 
Bl-ech;to blanch or Whit- 
n 


— 


BRA 
mn to make the eye wa» 


"Fax blatt 

Blither, fooliſh diſcourſes 

Bletberer, a babbler 
Stammering is called bes 

ering 

My ceaſe, Never Min, nes 
ver have done 

Blinkan, the flame riſin 
and falling, as of a amp 
* When the oil is exha 
ed 

Baal, or hole, vomit 

Beal, a little prefs or cnps 
board i in the wall 

Bodin, or bodden, provided 
or furniſhed ho 

Bedle, one ſixth of a pen- 
ny Engliſh 

B»4wword, an ominous meſ- 
— Bod toordi are now 

d to expreſs ill-na- 
tured meſſage 


9 0, hobgoblin or ſpecs 


Bunny beautiful 
2 alys, toys, gew- gaws 


5%, em 

Baal. bt od 

Bourd, jeſt or dally 
Bou xc, to drink 


Brechen. a kind of water - 


gruel of oat-meal, but⸗ 
ter and honey 
Brar, the fide of hill 
n (YEE 


214 


GLOSSARY, 


— 


— 


— 


ll 


— ——- 


BUL 

Braird, the firſt ſprouting 
of corns 

Brander, a gridiron 

Brands, calves of the legs 

Brankan, prancing, a+ ca- 

_ pering 25 

Branks, wherewith the ruſ- 

_.. tics bridle their horſes 

Brattle, noiſe, as of horſe 
feet 

ÞBrats, rags 

Braw, brave. 

arel 

Brechen, fearn 

Brent-brow, ſmooth high 
fore-head | 

Brig-, bridges 

Briſe, to preſs 

Brock, a badger 

Broe, broth 

Browten, fond N 

Brewſter, brewer. Browft 
a brewing 

Brulimer:t, a broil 

Bucky, the large ſea- nail. 

A term of reproach, 

when we expreſs a croſs 

natured fellow, by thrawn 
buthy a 

Buff, nonſenſe. As, He 
blether'd buff | 

Bught, the little fold where 
the ewes are incloſed at 
milking-time - 

Buller, to bubble. The mo- 

tion of water at a ſpring- 


er 7 


Fine in ap- 


1 


CAN 
head, or noiſe of a rifing 
tide 
Bumbazed, confuſed. Made 
to ſtare and look like an 
idiot | 
Bung, completely fuddled, 
as it were to the bung 
Bunkers, a bench, or ſort of 
long low cheſts that ſerve 
for ſeats 6 
Bumler, a hungler 
Burn, a brook 
Buſt, to deck, dreſs - 
Buſtine, fuſtian (cloth) 
But, often, for without, Ai, 
_ but feed or favour 
Bykes, or bikes, neſts or hives 
of bees | 
Bygane, bypaſt 
Byword, a proverb 


C 


CADGE, carry. Cache 
is a country carrier, &c. 
Caf,a calf, Chaff 
Calian, boy 
Canſehough, ſtern, grim, of 
a diſtorted countenance 
Cangle, to wrangle | 
Canker'd, angry, paſſionate» 
ly ſnarling 
Canna, cannot 
Cant, to tell merry old 
tales 
Cantraips, incantations 


Canty, chearful and merry 


— 


Caper 
nal 
Car, 
Caren 
Carle, 
ma 
Carlia 
G 
wit. 
Cathel, 
ale, 
Could, 
ing. 
drei. 
Cauler, 
Catel, 
Chad, N 
Lating 
pirp 
tour 
than 
A-C ar , 
Whe 
a litt]. 
ON 2 « 
little 
they 2 
222 T A 
The e 
the pl 
"any, 
nature 
at, A Ct 
gallou 
viel, a 
fellorg, 
with xr 
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Carena, care not 
Carle, a word for an old 
man 
bung Carline, an old woman. 
_ Carline, a giant's 
wite 
2 * Cathel, an hot pot, made of 
ale, ſugar, and eggs 
Cauldriſe. ſpiritleſs. Wants 
'W ing. chearfulneſs in ad- 
th) dreſs 
0 As, Cauler, cool or freſh 
Cate, chalk 
or hives %%, chops | 
eig, an ale meaſure or 
ſoup, ſomewhat leſs 
than an Ergliſh quart 
A- Char, or ir, aſide. 
When any thing is beat 
alittle out of its poſition, 
Cader or 2 door or window a 
rrier, &c. little opened, we ſay, 
Sa they are a-char, Or a-jar 
barlewain, Charles-wain. 
The conſtellation called 
the plow, or Urſa major 
bancy, fortunate, goog- 
natured 
at, a cant name for the 
gallows 
biel, a general term like 
fellow, uſed fometimes 
with reſpect; as, Hen a 


| grim, of 


ntenance 


e 
;aſonate* 


aerry old 


ations 


ad merry 


bird 

Chucky. a hen 

Clan, tribe, family 

Clank. a ſharp blow or 
ſtroke that makes a 
noiſe | 

Claſbes, chat 

Clatter, to chatter 

Clayght, took hold 

Claver. to ſpeak nonſenſe 

Claw, ſcratch 

Cl:eh, to catch as with a 
hook 

Cleugh, a den betwixy 
rocks 

Clinty, hard, ſtony 

Clock; a beetle 


— * — — 
CHI COD 
a rifing Capernotted, whimſical, ill- very good chiel ; and con- 
natured temptuouſly, That chiel 
Made I Cer, ſledge Chirm, chirp and ſing like a 
like an 
addled, 


Cloited, the fall of any ſoft 


moiſt thing 
Cle, a court or ſquare ; 
and frequently a lane 
or -alle 
Clour, the little lump that 
riſes on the head, occa- 
ſioned by a blow or 
fall 
Clute, or Cloot, hoof, of cows 
or ſheep 
Cocternony, the gathering 
of a woman's hair, when 
it is wrapt or /acoded up 
with a band or /zced 
Celſtool, a pillory 
Cod, a pillow 


GLOSSARY, 


CRY 
Cen, bought 
Cog, à pretty large wooden 


diſh the country people 
put their pottage in 
le, When a thing moves 
ackwards and for- 
wards, inclining to fall 
Coodie, a ſmall wooden 
veſſel uſed. by ſome for 
a chamber-pot 
Coof, a ſtupid fellow 
Coor, to cover b 
Cigſer a Roned horſe 
Cooft, did caſt. Coften,thrown 
Corby, a raven 
Cofie, warm, ſheltered i in a 
convenient place Ty 
Colter, a fub-tenant, 
Corep, to fall; alſo a fall 
Coop. to change or barter 
Cowp, a company of peo- 
ple; as merry, ſenſe is, 
corky 
Ceur, to crouch and creep 
Couth, frank and kind 
Crock, to chat 
Creel, "NE 
Gr 5 gre 
— 1 crooked Fas 
on, or crwne, to murmur 
erhumovera ſong. e 
lowing of. bulls 
— bold | 
Crove, a cottage 
Crummy. a cow's name 
Cryn, ſhrink, or become 
leſs by drying 


g 


L = unter nd 


DAN 
Cudeigb. a bribe, reſent vi 
Culzie, intice or Hatter * 
Cun, to taſte, learn, know Dar, 
8 or Coonie, coin Daſs 
Cura, a ſmall parcel bn 
Curſebe, a kerchief. Da 
linen dreſs wore by our lin 
Hig hland women. Pn, 
Cutled, uſed kind and gain- der 
ing methods for obtain- _ 
ing love and friendſhip wah 
Cutts, lots. Theſe cult are I 9. 
uſually made of firaw I , 
unequally cut. * 
Cutty, mort diſo 
Dern, 1 
D ly 
; Deval, 
DAB, a proficient _ Win 
Dae, to beat one thing 2. ig 
gainſt another. He l — 
with a ded. He dadded his Didte, t 
head againſt the wall .. "be 
&c. a Vs 
Daft, fooliſh ; and ſom 8 d 
times wanton pa q 
Daſſin, folly, waggery "WA v , 
Dail, or Dok, à wallerÞ quick 
plain | to 1 
aintiths.delicates, daintic Jolle 
. 5 is uſed us an epi, * 
thet of a fine man dp, 
woman 2 ns 
Dander, wander to or fre be, d 
or ſaunter. u ola 
Dang, did ding. beat, thruff Do * 2 1 


drive. Dug, dang, me. 


Hare 
Vol. 1 
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DOL DOW 

ſent vin haſtily one on the Dork, moiſt 

ter back of another Donſie, affectedly neat, 

, know Dara, to hide Clean, when applied to 

Jn Dafs, to put out of coun- any little perſon 

| tenance Doofart, a dull heavy-head- 

ef. A Dawty, a fondling, dar- ed fellow 

by our ling. To dawt, to cock- Dool, or drule the goal 

Me > er and careſs with ten- which gameſters ſtrive 

nd gain: ¶ derneſs to gain firſt (as at foot- 

r obtam: ¶ Dove, to ſtun the ears wi ball) 8 

jendſhip noiſe Doet, pain, grief 

e cults as Dees, dairy-maids Dorte, a proud pett 

of Ara Bf pevay,” merriment, jolli - Dorty, proud. Not to be 


diſorder, noiſe 
Dern, ſecret, hidden, lone - 


ly | 
Deval, to deſcend; fall, 
' FR hurry 
e thing 2. N Dewgs, rags or ſhapings of 
r. He cloth 
e dadded hu pale. to act or move like 
the wall a dwarf 5 
Vight, decked. Made rea- 
and ſomeſ dy; alſo to clean 
1 Vinna, do not 


aggery irle, a ſmarting pain 

, valle quickly over 2 
„., to ſtop or cloſe up a 

tes, Caipl!''F hole , 


us an ep, broad turf 

ne man "Wer, a dock, (the herb) 
Volt, confuſed and filly 
er to or fre 
in old age 
beat, thru — 
5 dang, mo' ſhare 


Vol. II. 


ty, folemnity, tumult, 


vited, dozed ur crazy, as 


,. a large piece, due or 


ſpoke to. Conceited, 
appearing as diſoblig - 
ed 


Doſend, cold, impotent 

Dought, could, availed a 

Dos 2 519 , {tron 85 valiant and 
able 

Dol, dives under water 

Douſe, fold, grave, pru- 
dent 

Dow, to will, to incline; ts 
thrive | 

Dow dove 

Dow'd, (liquor)thatis dead, 
or has loſt the ſpirits ; 
or withered (plant) _- 

Dow ff, mournful, wanting 
vivacity 

Dewie, melancholy, fad, 

. doleful 

Downa, dow not, i e. though 
one has the power, he 
wants the heart to do it 


1 the arſe, the ſmall 


— — — 


. 
— — — 
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EAGS, incites, ſtirs up 
ard, earth, the ground 
£4ge.of a bill, 5 is the ee or 


top 
Ea, èyes 
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EEN FAI 

remains of a candle; the id, age Fain 
bottom of an egg-ſhell, Eildeens, of the ſame age fi 
| Better half egg as toom Kith, eaſy. Either, eaſier wad 
dowwp Elbuct, elbow pl 
Dran. to ſpeak flow, after 24805 foot bewitched, ſhot by Fait, 
a ſighing manner | Fairy 
Dree, to ſuffer, endure "x 2 meter 8 | aw wi 
Dreery, weariſome, fright- Elritel, wild, hideous, unin- or 
ful abited, except by ima- hir 
9.455 ſlow, keeping at N.nary 4 Fang, 
diſtance. Hence an ill- £adlang, a | To 
er of his debts, we Ergb, ſcru — one faft 
al areigb. Tedious makes faint attempts to Faſb, 
Dribs, .  doa thing without a ſteaJJ - ,,, 
| Drinel, a little water in a dy reſolution, Faugb 
dee ſcarce appearing Er, time paſt h. 
to run Eſiler, hewn ſtone. Build- ricg 
Droning, ſitting lazily, or ings of ſuck we ca off Feck, 2 
moving heavily. Speak ler- ori mai/ 
ing with groans Ether, an adder nun; 
Dreudal, dranched, all wet Eile, to aim, deſi few 
Dubs, mire Even d, compa Feet o 
Dung, defeat Hp diligent, laborious Feckleſs 
Dunt, ſtroke or hlow weal 
Dunty, a doxy pF Feed or 
— a poniard or a quar. 
FA, 2 trap, ſuch 28 is uſec Fill. me 
pot. trembles, ſhakes. for catching rats OF N, ſhi 
Dyver, a bankrupt - mice by i 

' Fatge, a ſpungy fort ON 4, fa 

E bread in ſhape of a roll , 


Fog, to tire, or turn We: nie 


9 
Foil thick turf, ſuch as Mile, 185 
uſed for building dik Firefleas 


ning 
File, tc 


for folds, inclolures, 6 


\ as is uſe 
g rats 


ſort 0 


—.— a roll 


e turn We! 


7 ſuch as . 


:loſures, “ 


GLOISARY, 


— 
FIS 
Fin, expreſſes eurneſt de- 
ſire; as, fain would J. 
| pleature 
Fait, neat, in — order 
Fair faw, when we wiſh 
well to one, that a good 
or fair fate may befal 


fang, the talons of a fowl. 
2 fang, to grip, or hold 


Faſs, vex or trouble. Faſt 

"pus, troubleſome 

Faygh, a colour between 

- white and red. F. ang 
rigs, fallow ground 

Fecb, a part, quantity; as, 
mai feck, the greateſt 
nuinber ; hae fech, very 
few 

F:ch/owo, able, active 

Feckleſs, feeble, little and 
weak 


Feed or fead, feud, hatred, 
uarrel | 


Fit many, ſeveral 

Fen, ſhift. Fending, living 
by induſtry. AA. a 
fen, fall upon methods 

Ferlie, wonder 

Fernzier, the laſt or fore- 


Fizzing, whizzing 
Flaffing, moving u 
down, raiſing wind 

motion, as birds 
their wings 
Flags, flaſhes, as of wind 


and fire 


Flane, an arrow 


Flang g. flung 

Flaugbter, to pare unt from 
the ground 

#law, he or fib 

Fleetch, to cox or flatter 

Fleg, fright 

£/ewvet, a ſmart blow | 

Fley, or 2 to affright. 
et N .. 


Flinders, fplinters 

Flit, to remove 

Flite, or fiyte, to ſcold, chide 
Filet, did ſcold 

Fluſbes, floods. 

Fog, moſs 5 5 

Foordays, the morning far 
advanced, fair day- light 

Forby, beſides 

Forebrars, forefathers, an; 


ceſtors 


2 abuſed, beſpatter» 


run year 
File, to defile or dirty — — weary faint 
KY Firefleaght, a flaſh of light= and out of breath with 
mg + - fighting 
File, to ſtir, a ſtir Forgainfi, oppoſite to 


T3 


5 — 


— — 
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GAB GIM 
Forgetber, to meet, encoun- - eaſy expreſſion; the 
ter ſame with auld gabbet 
Forleet, to forſake or forget Gaoge, to dictate imperti- 


For eſtam, the forehead 

Fouth, abundance, plenty 

Foxy, ſpungy, ſoft | 

Fraiſe, to make a noiſe. We 
ule to ſay one maker a 
Fraiſe, when they boaſt, 
wonder, -and talk more 
of a matter than it is wor- 

- thy of, or will bear 

Fray, buſtle, fighting 

Freil, a fool, hght imperti- 
nent follow - 

Fremit, ſtrange, not a kin 

Fried, truſted 

Fruſs, brittle, like ' brea 

. baken with butter 

Fuff, to blow. Fuffin, blow- 
ing | 

Furder, prof; 

Furtbhy, 4% car} 

Fuß, brought 

Hi, to be reſtleſs, uneaſy 

Furlet, four pecks. | 


G 


 GAB, the mouth. To prat, 


gab ſae gaſh 
Gabbing, pratting pertly. 
To gab agaln, when ſer- 
vants give ſaucy returns 
when reprimanded 
Ow4by, one of a ready and 


0 


1 talk idly with a 


ſtupid gravity * 
Gafew, ahearty loud laugh» tc 


ter. Te gawf, laugh Gurt 
Gait, a goat Glai, 
Gams, gums nc 
Gar, to cauſe, make or fo 
force T; 


Gare, greedy, rapacious, 
earneſt to have a thing 5 


Gaſb, ſolid, ſagacious. One * 


vith a long out chin, we If 
call gaſ6-gabbet, or ga- Glam 

' beard der 
Gate, way gle 
Gaunt, yawn . the 
Gawty, idle, ſtaring, idioti« eo! 
cal perſon ſpe 
Gawn, going Glar, 
Gaws, galls . Glee, 
Gareſy, jolly, buxom Gleg, | 
Geck, to mock | Glen, / 
Geed, or Gade, went twe 
Genty, handſome, genteel Gloom 
Ci, brat, a child, by way Chan 
of contempt or deriſion ee 
Gielainger, an ill debtor Glotor, 
Gif, 1 | Glunch, 
Gillygacus, or Gillygapus, 2 and 
ſtaring gaping fool, If G,,,.. 
gormandizer mea 
Gilpy, a roguiſh boy fl Goolie. 


Gimmer, a young 
(ewe) 


— 


n; the 


pabbet 
imperti- 


y with a 


id laugh» 
laugh 


make or 


zpacious, 
a thing 

dus. One 
chin, we 


or ga- 


ng; idioti - 


n 1 
gentee 
l by way 
or deriſion 

debtor 


gabun, 7 


8 fool, 


boy 
ng 


ſheep; 


Gia, AI 

Gird, to ſtrike, pierce 

Girn, to grin, ſnarl. Alſo 
a ſnare or trap, ſuch as 

boys make of horſe hair 
to catch birds 

Girth, 4 hoop 

Glaiks, an idle good for 
nothing fellow. Glaiked, 
fooliſh, wanton, light. 
To give the g/ais, to be- 

ile one, by givin 


im his labour for his 


pains 

Glaifter, to bawl or bark 

Glamour, jugghng. When 
devils, wizards or jug- 
glers deceive the fight, 
they are ſaid to caſt g/a- 
mour Oer the EVeES of the 
ſpectator 

Glar, mire, ouzy mud 

Ghe, to ſquint 

Gleg, ſharp, quick, active 

Olen, à narrow valley be- 
tween mountains 

Gloom, to ſcowl or frown 

Glowming, the twilight or 
eveting-gloom «- 

Glotor, to ſtare, look ſtern 

Glunch, to hang the brow 
and grumble 

Goan,- a' wooden diſh for 
meat 

Geolie. a large knife 

Gorlin 
unfledged birds 


(ove, to look broad and 
2 holding up the 


c 
Goc, befides the known 
game, a racket or ſound 

ow on the chops, we 

call a gowuf on the baffet 

Gow4, the cuckow. In de- 
riſion we call a thought- 
leſs fellow, and one who 
harps too long on one 
ſubject a gowt : 

Gowl. a howling, to bellow 
and cry 

Gouſty, ghaſtly, large, waſte, 
deſolate, and frightful 

Grany, grandmother, any 
old woman 

Grape, a trident fork. Alſs 
to grope | 

Gree, prize, x | 

Green, or grien to long for 

Greet, to weep. Grat, 
wept | 

Grieve, an overſeer 

Graff. groſs, coarſe 

Grotits, milled oats 


Gra to lie flat on the bel- 


Ge or Glunſs, to mur - 
mur, grudge . 

Grutten, Wept 

Gry/e, a pig 


or . boring, young Gumption, good ſenſe 


T 3 


breaks in moſſy ground 
Hain, to fave, manage nar- 
rowly 
Haleſome, wholeſome: As, 
Hale, whole | 
Hallen, a ſcreen. See note 
vol. I. 111. . 
Hameld, domefitic | 
Hamely, friendly, frank, 
open, kind 
Hanty, convenient, hand- 
. fome ; | 
Harle, drag 8 
Hart, brains. 
the ſcull 
Harſtip, ruin 
Haſs, a ſloven 
Haveren, or havrel, one who 
talks nonſenſe 
Haughs, valleys, or low 


O 


Harn- pan, 
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HAU \ HID 
Gurly, rough, bitter, cold grounds on the ſides of 
(weather) ; _ rivers 
Gy/ened, when the wood of Havins,, good breeding. 
any veſſel is ſhrunk with * Haviour, behaviour 
dryneſs Ha, the throat ör fore- 
Gytlings, young children part of the neck 
Heah, or Heel, health, or 
1 whole | 
Hee s A on hypocon- 
HAFFET, the cheek, fid -- "6 io _ 
of the head Hereyeflreen, the night be- 
Hagabag, coarle napery fore yeſternight 
Haggiſe, a kind of puddin Hitex, to lift up a heavy 
made of the lungs an thing a little. A beez 
liver of a ſheep, and boil» is a good lift V 
ed in the big bag Heftit, accuſtomed to live 
Hags, hacks, peat-pits, or in a place 


Heght , err Alſo, 
nam 

Hempy, à trieky wag, ſuch 
for whom the. hemp 
grows | 

Horeit, ruined in eſtate, 
broke, ſpoiled 

Hep, a claſp or hook, bar 
or bolt. Alſo, in 'yarn, 
a certain number of 

threads 


Hether-bells, the heath-bloſ- 


fom | 
Heugh, a rock, or ſteep hill. 
Alſo, a coal-pit 
Hiddil;.or Hidlings, lurking, 
hiding-places. To do 
a thing ia bidlings, iv e. 
privately 


lurking) 
To do 


dlings, Ly © 


— — 
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JAG 

Hirple, to move ſlowly and 
lamely 

Hirfle, to move as with a 
ruſtling noiſe 

Hirfle, or Hirdſale, a flock 
of cattle 

Ho, a ſingle ſtocking 

Hobbleſbew, contuled rack- 
et, noiſe 
vol, huſk. Hol' incloſ- 

ed 

Hoeoly, flow 

Hel, or whofl, to cough 

Hou, or bu, a cap or roof- 
tree | 

How, low ground, a hol- 
low 

How ! ho! 

Howdered, hidden 

Howdy, a midwite 

Hows, to dig 

Howms, plains on river- 
fides 

Howt! ty! ** 

Heoewtowdy, a young hen 


Hurlle, to crouch or bow 
together like a cat, 
hedge-hog, or hare 

Hut. a hove 

Hyt, mad 

81 

FACK, jacket 

Jag, to prick as with a 
pin 


KAC 

Jaw, a wave or guſh of 
water 

YJawp, the daſhing of wa- 
ter 

Teeſpogler, icicles 

Fee, to incline to one ſide, 
To je back and fore, is 
to move like a balk 

up and down, to this 
and the other fide | 

Jig. to crack, make a noiſe 
like a cart-wheel 

Jimp, ſlender 

Tip, gyphie 

11k, each. ita, every 

Tngan, onion 

Jngle, fire 

Jo, ſweet-heart 

Joul, a low bow 

Jric, fearful, terrified, as if 
afraid of ſome ghoſt or 
apparition, Allo, me- 
lancholy 

T'fe, 1 
will 

Nes, embers 

Junt, a large joint or piece 
of meat 

Jute, ſour or dead liquor 

Fybe, to mock. Gibe, taunt 


- as 7'll for 1 


K 


KABER, a rafter 

Kale, or Kail, colewort, 
and ſometimes broth - 

Kacky, to dung 


5 KIT 
Ram, a part of a farm. rent 
paid in fowls 
Kum, comb | 
Kanny, or Canny, fortunate 
Alſo, warry, one who 
manages his affairs diſ- 
crxeetly | 
Nebucl, a cheeſe | 
oY to laugh, to be noi - 


Kae or cadgie, jovial 
Keek, to peep ' 
Ken, cloth with a freeze, 
commonly made of na- 
tive black wool 5 
Kemp, to ſtrive Who ſhall 
rform moſt of the 
e work in the fame 
time 5 
Kun, to know; uſed in Eng · 
land as a noun. A thing 
within ken, i. e. within 


. view 

Neat, à long ſtaff, ſuch as 
ſhepherds uſe for leap- 
ing over ditches 


X-pp, to catch a thing that 


moves towards one 
Kieſt, to caſt. Vid. cooff 
XKitted, tucked up 
Kimmer, a female goffip 
Kirn, a churn, to churn 
Kirtle, an upper petticoat 
Kitchen,all forts of eatables, 

except bread 
Kite difficult, myſterious, 
knotty (writing) 
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LAN 


Kittle, to tickle, tickliſh 


Knacky, witty, facetious 
Khoit;tobeatorftrike ſharp. 


Knubloth,a knob - | 
Kinuchles, only uſed in Scots 
for the joints of the fin- 
— next the back of the 
. — 
Kow, goblin, or an on 
* in — to diſ- 
oblige, and fears 
Ky. kine or cows 10 
Kyih, to appear. He'll -hyth 
in bi; div colours 
Aye, the belly 
"I 


= 

LAGGERT, N 
covered with clay .- 

Laigh, low * 

Laits, manners 

Lal, or Lack, undervalue, 
contemn; as, He that 
lacks my mare, will buy my 
mare >; 

Landart, the country, or 
belonging to it. Rub 
tic 


Lane: alone 


Largeur, languiſhing, me- T-, 


V, ch 
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LIG 
lancholy. To hold one 
out of l/engour, i. e. divert 
him 

Lankale, coleworts uncut 

Lap, leaped 

Lap per d, min or clot- 
ted 

Lare, 

Lare, 7 * for laying, or 
that has been layn in 
Lave, the reſt or remain- 

der 
Lawin, atavern reckoning 
Lawland, low country 
Lavroek, the lark 
Lawty, or J. atutitbh, juſtice, 
fidelity, honeſty 
Leal, true, upright, honeſt, 
faithful to truſt, loyal. 
A leal heart never lied. 
Leam, flame . 
Lear, learning, to learn 
Les, untilled grougd ; alſo 


an o y plain 
Leglen, a quad "rag g-pale with 
one lug or handle 
Leman, a kept mis 
Lends, buttocks, loins 
Lergb, laughed ; 
Lew-wwarm, luke warm 
Libbet, gelded 


Lick, to whip or beat. It. 


a wag or cheat, we call 
a great e 
Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lie 


ift, * a 


Liggs , hes 


—— 


LOU 

Lills, the holes of a wind 

- inftrument of malic; 
hence, lil: up a ſpring. Lili 
it * — off your drink 
mierril 

Limmer, a whore 

Limp, to halt 

Lin, a cataract 


uick career in a4 
wy 1%. line, to gallop | 


Lingle, cord, cer 's 


thread 


Linkan, walking ſpeedily. 
Lire, breaſts. Item, the moſt 


muſcular ; ſome- 


times the air or com- 


plexion of the face 
Lirk, a wrinkle or fold 
Lit, the flank 
Lith, a joint 
2 a little common near 
to country  . villages, 
where they milk cheir 
cows | 
Lech, a lake 


Loe, to love 


Lee, the hollow of the 
hand 


| Looms, tools, inſtruments 


in general, veſſels 
Loot, did let 
Low, flame. Lowan, flam- 


egu | 

Maitleſs, matchleſs . 
Mailen, — * 
Maly. cemly, well- pro- 
: ioned. 8 


Meiſna, tis no matter 
Matiſor, a curſe, maledie- 
tion 
AZargit, galled or bruiſed 
by toil or ſtripes 
Mandl, a want 


Mart, to farmer in 


ſpeech 
arch, or merch, a land- 


mark, border of lands 


IS 
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, MAR MOO 

Toute, a found blow.  Afarb, the marrow 2 

Lowt, to bow down, mak- Marroto, mate, fellow, e- As. 
ing courteſy. To ſtoop qual, comrade ec 

£act, to enclofe, ſhut up, Muſt, to maſh, in brewing. 

; faſten; hence, ſuctenbani= Maſting-loom, maſh- vat 2 
ed, cloſe fiſted, lucken got - Mſurn, muſt. Mauna, mult th 
ens, booths, &. not, may not th 

Lucky, grandmother or Mi, much, big, great, 4 
Goody ; ; by ef - | fu 
Lig, ear. Handle of a pot Au, limit, mark, ſign co 
or e veſſel Mends, ſatis faction, re- Mon 
Lugeie, a diſh of wood with venge, retaliation. 7. Muci 
4 handle . moe a mend to make 4 Murg 
Lom, the chimney teful return but 
Lure, rather . Menſe, diſeretion, ſobriety, Muc! 
got, hoary or grey-hair= gbod breeding. A- Mute 
ed we wig fo, mannerly 
* - Menzit. 2 of men, 
M army, aflembly, one's 
| followers. NAC] 
Met, to mangle  Myſ» a little dog, lap- dog ati 
Ma, or matt, to match, Midding, « dunghill Neeſe, 


Midg-1, gnats, bttle flies Mel, 


Min, afictedlv modeſt Ne 
Mint, aim, endeavour chin 
Miri, dark N evel. | 
Miſcawo, to give names the » 
Miſ.hance, misfortune Nick, te 
Miſten, to neglect or not. . c! 

take notice of one; allo} word 

let alone as, 6 


Mf malicious, ro yt Nieft, n 


Miftere, neceſſities, wants Mir, 


Mittans, woolen gloves ter 


Mony, many > Ning 
Mori, the earth of thQJA'gnvy 
grave 1. N ps, b 
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NIP PAI 
* ; Mon., mouth Nitber, to ſtraiten. Nither- 
ellow, eo 


Moup, to eat, generall ul. 


ed of children, or of old 


brewing. „ who have but 
raſn- vat teeth, and make 
ana, mult their lips move faſt, tho? 


they cat but ſlow 


K, great, zo, a pile or bing, as of 

nxt 1 

K, ſign Corn, &c. q 

10N, re Moros, jeſts 

tion. e Mlle, fee meille 

make 1 Murg»/lied, miſmanged, a- 

. buſed 

; ſobriety; Musch coif 

z. Men- Muteblin, an Engliſh pint - 

y of men, : 

yy one's N 7 

NACKY, or Knacky, clever, 

g, hap-dog active in ſmall affairs 

hill Nee/e, noſe 

ttle flies BE Nettle, to ſret or vex 

modeſt Newfangle, fond of a new 


avour | thing 

Nevel. a ſound blow with 
the nive or fiſt 

Viel, to bite or cheat. * che 
ed, cheated: alſo a cant 
word to drink _ 
as, be nicks fine 

Nie, next 

Niger, to exchange or bar- 
ter 

Nifne/an, trifling 

. yt trifles 

N ps, hitts 


ed, hungered - or half 
ſtarved i in maintenance. 
Nive, the fiſt . 
Neck, notch or nick of an 
arrow or ſpindle ö 
Noit, fee hnoit 
Newt, cows, kine 
Nozwther, neither 
Nuckle, new calved (cows) 


OE, a Srandekild 
Or, or cure: too much z 


285 a'oers is vice 

0 ercome, ſurplus 

Ony, any 

Or, ſometimes uſed for ect er 
or before. Or day, i. e. 
before day · break 

Ora, any thing over what's 
needful 

Orp, to weep with a cone 

vulſive pant 

Oughtlens, in the leaſt 

Owt, week 

Orzvrlay, a cravat 

Oe en, oxen 

Oꝛotber, either 

Oxter, the armpit 


- 


P- 
PADDOCK, a frog. Pod- 
dach-Ride, the ſpawn of 
frogs 


Paiks, cha e. To 


Pr 


. 
* * 
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PIR 

Pail, to beat or belabour 
one ſoundly | 

Pang, to ſqueeze, preſs or 

pack. one thing into an · 

other | 
Paughbty, proud, haughty - 


Pawly, witty or fly in 


word or action, with- 
out any harm or bad de- 
ſigns , 
Peer, a key or wharf 
Peets, turf for fire 
Pegh, to pant - 
Pinfy. finical, foppiſh, con- 
ceited 
Perguire. by heart a 
Pet, a favourite, a fond- 
ling. Topett/e,to dandle, 
feed, cheriſh, flatter. 
Hence, to take the pet, 
is to be peeviſh or ſullen, 
as commonly petts are, 
- when in the leaſt diſo- 
bliged 
Pibroughs, ſuch Highland 
tunes as are played on 
bag-pipes before them 
- when they go out to 
battle 
Pig, an eatthen pitcher 
Pike, to pick out, or chuſe 
Pimpin, pumping, mean, 
ſcurv ö 
Fine, pain or pining 
Pingie, to contend, ſtrive 
or work hard 


Pia, the ſpool er quill 


„ 


PUT 
within theſhuttle, which 
receives the . Pirny, 


(cloth or a web) of un- 
__ threads or colours, 90. 
' | 
Fith, ſtrength, might, force 
Plack, two bodles, or the 
third of a penny En- Ac 
glſh . WI 
Peple or paple, the bubbling, ou 
purling or boiling up of thi 
water. (Popling) we 
Poortitb, poverty Rac, | 
Powny, a little horſe or I A 


galloway; allo a turkey Y ty 
Pouſe, to puſh 1282 
Pouteb, a pocket Nair, 


Pratich, practice, art, ſtra- . « 
tagem. Priving pratich, Ramp, 
trying ridiculous expe- © furi 
riments = 15” 

Prets, tricks, rogueries. Rave, + 
We fay; he play d me a prot, Raught 

i. e. Cheated, The cab Ar, 
lan's fou of prets, i. e. has reac 

abundance of waggiſh Au, 
tricks | * 

Prig, to cheapen, or im- gu, 
portune for a lower Redd, te 
ou of goods one ib ſepa 


uyin | fight 
Prin 1 — ge Rl 
-Prive, to prove or taſte ſage. 
Propine, gift or preſent appre 
Prym, or grime. to fall or full dee, co 
Put a fane, throw a big} 7 was 


ſtone 


——ů—ů— 
— 


e, which 
1. Pirny, 
) of un- 
colours, 


ht, force 
, or the 


nny En- 


pubbling, 
ing up of 
80 


horſe or 
a turkey 


art, ſtra- 


ng pratict, 
ous expe- 


rogueries. 
'd mic a peel, 

The cab 
ts, i. e. hat 
f Waggiſh 


n, or im- 
a lower 
ds one Þ 


or taſte 
reſent 


o fall or full 


row a big 
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REE RUM 
| Reefl, to ruſt, or dry in the 
ſmoke 
Q Reft, bereft, robbed, forced 
Er, a young cow or carried away 
N | Reif, rapine, robbery 
Keil, or rial. a courle orrace 
R Rever, a robber or pirate 


RACKLESS,careleſs. One 
who does things with- 
out regarding whether 
they be good, zor bad, 
we call him rac#/eſs banded 

Rae, a roe 

Raffan, merry, roving, hears 


ty 
Raird, a loud found 
Rair, roar 


Fal, or roob, a miſt, or fog 


Rampage, tO ſpeak and act 
furiouſly 
Raſhes, ruſhes 
Rave, did rive or tear 
Ravght. reached 
Rax, to ſtretch. Rax'd, 
reached 
Ream, cream. Whence, 
reaming ; as, reaming li- 
gur? 
Redd, to rid, unravel. To 
ſeparate folks that are 
fighting. It alſo ſigni- 
fies clearing of any Paß 
ſage. I'm redd, 1 am 
apprehenſive 
Pede, counſel, advice; as, 
] wad na rede v te do that 
Pk, reach; alſo ſmoke 
Vol. II. 


Rowt, to roar, ef} 


KRewth, pity 

Rice, or Riſes, bulruſhes, 
bramble branches, or 
twigs of trees 
Rife, or Ryfe, ple 

Kift, to belch ” 


Rigging, the back or rig- 
back, the top or ridge of 
a houſe 


Kis ples, a weakneſs in the 
back and reins 

- Rock, a diſtaff 

Rooſe, or Ruſe, to commend, 
extol 

Rao ve, to rivet 

Rottan, a rat 


* Round#l. a witty, and often 


latyric kind of rhyme 
Rowan, _ * 
ially the 


| lowing of bulls and cows 


Nucl, a rick or tack of hay 


or corns 

Ride, the red taint of the 
complexion 

Nucfu „Uoleful 


ag. to pull, take away vy 


force 


R umple, the rump 
U 


\ 


CH 
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ay + 
Rungs ſmall bonghs of trees 
lopped off 
Feunkle, a wrinkle. — 
to ruſfle 
Rype, to ſearch 


8 
$AEBEINS, ſeeing 1. is, 


fince 
Saitleſs. ikleſs, free 
Saia d, hleſſed 
Sall, mall. Like foud for 


Parr pur blind, ort. 
ſighted 

Sar, favour or ſmell 

Sarl, = ſnirt 

ar. a willow or ſallow- 


* an old ſaying, or pro- 

verbial expreſſion a 

Scad, ſcald 

Stor. the bare places on the 
ſides of hills waſhen 
down with rams 

Scart, to ſcratch 

Carp. a bare dry piece of 
ſtony ground 

Seor, d the country 
people bake overthefire, 
chinner and broaderthan 
A bannoch 

Sce c, to leap or move 
haſtily from one place 
to another | 

"Seowlh, room, freedom 


G Loss ANV. 


. Scuds, ale. 


Sheen, ſhinin 


— Sine or je, ſeldom 


SIN 
S:rimp, narrow, ſtraitened, 
little 
Scroggs, ſhrubs, thorns, bri- 
era. Scroggy, thorny - 
A late name 
given it by the benders 
Scunner, to loath 
Sell, {lf 
Seuch, furrow, ditch 
S. te u ß 
Seybow. 2 young onion 
Shan, pitif ul, lilly, poor 
Sharn, cow's dun 
Shaw, a wood or 
Shawl, ſhallow 
Shawps, empty huſſcs 


Sbill, ſhrill he harg 
found 
Shire, clear, thin. Weca 
thin cloth, or clear kb 
quor, Hire; alſo a cleve 
wag, ire lick 
'Shbog, to W — or } 10 
backw arde gud 
Shool, ftiovel 
Sheen, ſhoes 
Shore, to threaten 
Sbatle. a drawer 
Sib. a-kin 77 
Sts, ſuch 
Sieber ” firm, ſecure 
File, a on or rivulet, com 
monl ory in Sunme 
Siler, 
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SLE 
aitened, Sinſyne, ſince that time. 
Lang ſinſyne, long ago 
rns, bri- S4aili, to ſcatter 


te name I S#aith, hurt, damage, loſs 
enders Sleigh, (kittiſh 
Shelf, ſhelf 

IS., to run. Uſed when 
ch one runs hare- font. Alſo 
a ſmall ſplinter of wood. 
mion 1t. to flog the hips 
poor ig to move ſmoothly a- 


way 

int, a kind of ſtrong 
broth made of cows 
hams or kauckles; alſo, 
to fill drink in a cup 

Nuri, to ſhriek or cry with 
a ſhrill voice 

$1late, late. Shailie, is the 
fine blue ſlate * 

Stewrie, ragged, naſty, idle 

$hreed, a rent 

}S4y521d, a tatterdemalion 

8», fly out haſtil 

Sade, or Slaid, Ga ſlide, 


moved, or made a thing 
ten | moveeally 
r Ne, or fab, a gap, or nar- 
1 | row pals between two 
hills. Slap, a breach in a 
cure wall 
+4yulet, con l, ſmooth 
in Summerer. a ſhower of half melt- 
ed ſnow | 
ſeldom . to bedawh or plaiſt- 


1 er 


NO 

Sia, ſmooth, cunning, flip- 
pery; as, bes h donn. 
Slidry, flippery 

Slippery, ſleepy 

Slonk, a mare, ditch or 
flough ;. to wade thro 

A mare 

Slete, a bar or bolt for 2 
door 

Slough, huſk or coat 

Smeik, a filly little pitiful 
fellow, the ſame with 
ſmatchet 

Smirty, ſmiling a 

Smittle, infectious or catch- 


1 to ſmother 

Suacl, nimble, ready, clever 

Sned, to cut | 

Seer, to laugh in, derifian 

Sec, to cut; as, Sneg d oF 
at ihe web end 

Snell, ſharp, ſmarting, hit- 
ter, firm O 

Sub ub, check orreprovey 
correct | 

Saiter, to ſnuff or breathe 
thro* the noſe a little 
— phorically uſed 

Saod, meta i u 
for neat, handſome, 
tight 

Snood, the band for tying 
up a woman's hair 

Sant to diſpirit by chiding. 
hard labour, and the 


2 


— — 
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SPE 
like; alfo, a pitiful gro- 
velling ſla ve 
Snoove, to whirl round 
Snotter, ſnot | 
Snurd. to ruffle or wrinkle 
Sod, a thick turf | 
Sonſy, happy, fortunate, 
lucky; * uſed 
for large and luſty 
Fore, ſorrel, reddiſh colour- 
ed 


Sorn, to ſpunge 

So/7. the noiſe that a thing 
makes when it falls to 

the ground © 

Sougb, the ſound of wind 
amongſt trees, or of one 

- ſleeping © 

Sorben, flumry, or oat- 
meal ſoured amongſt 
water for ſome time, 
then boiled to a conſiſt- 
ency, and eaten with 
milk or butter | 

Corn, to conn over a tune 
on an inſtrument 

Spee, to foretell or divine. 


| Spaemen, prophets, au- 


gurn. 
Spain, to wean from the 
- breaſt 
Spait. a torrent, flood or in- 
undation 
Spang, a jump * to leap or 
ump 
Saul, ſhoulder, arm 
Speel, to climb 


STI 
Speer, to aſk, inquire 
Spelder, to ſplit, ſtretch, 
_ out, draw aſun- 
er 
Spence, the place of the 
houſe where proviſions 


are kept Sou 
Spill, to ſpoil, abuſe ſt 
Spoolie, ſpoil, booty, plun- Stow, 
der w 
Sprainge, ſtripes of different fe 
colours qu 
Spring, à tune on a muſical Stora 
inſtrument Strap 
$9-uſb, ſpruce for 
SpruttFa, ſpeckled, ſpotted S$trath 
Spunk, tinder ſid, 
Stalwart, ſtrong and vali- Streel 
ant Strid.t 
Stang, did ſting; alſo 2 con 
ſting or pole littl 
Stank, a pool of ſtanding Strinkl, 
water Siroot, 
Stari, ſtrong, robuſt drur 
Starns, the ftars. Starn, 2 Struat, 
" fall moiety. We ſay, ram 
. ne'er a flarn out c 
Stay, ſteep ; as, t « Suddy, 
* beart to a flay brae ſtithy 
$tecb, to ſhut, cloſe Surdy, | 
Steph, to cram ſtrong 


Stend. or flen, to move with Sr. or 


a haſty long pace hoarſ. 
Stent, to ſtretch or extend Pur, tr 
Stipend, a benefice vexa 
Stirb, a ſteer or bullock P, a 


light « 


4 


— 


re 
ſtretch, 
w aſun- 


of the 
-oviſions 


2 
Ys plun- 
different 


a muſical 


, ſpotted 
and vali- 
; allo 2 
| Runding 
uſt 


Starn, 1 


We lay, 
fer a 


rae 
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STY 


TAP 


Stoit, or Stet, to rehound or Sud#le to ſully or defile 


reflect 
S$woor, rough, hoarſe 


to cut or 


Sumph, blockhead 


Sunkan, ſplenetic 


A Sankets, ſomething | 


feu, a large cut or Swet, to throw, caſt with 


piece 


„ a ſmarting pain or Swankies, clever young 


Stour, duſt agitated » 
winds, men or horſe 
feet. To flour, to run 
quickly 

$towth, ftealth 


Strapan, clever, tall, hand- 


fome 
Strath, a plain on a river- 
fide 
Streeb, to ſtretch | 
Stridile, to ſtride, — — 
commonly to one that's 
little 
Serindle, to ſprinkle or ſtraw 
Stroot, or rute, ſtuffed full, 
drunk i 
btruat, a pett. To take the 
firunt, to be petted or 
out of humour | 
S:uddy, an anvil, or ſmith's 
ſtithy 


Siurdy, giddy - headed. 11, 
ſtrong | 
BSturt, or floor, MF, ſtrong, 


hoarſe 
lurt, trouble, diſturbance, 
Vexation - 
tym, a blink, or a little 
light of a thing 


force | 
fel- 

lows - 

Swasf, to ſwoon away 

S$waſs, ſquat; fuddled 

Sroatch, a pattern 

Swats, ſmall ale 


Sweer, lazy, ſhow 

Srveeties, confections | 

Swell, ſuffocated, choked 
to death . 

$with, ne quic » BY 

NIE >. Joobrſul 
whether to do this or 
that 


Jyne, afterwards, then 


ET 


TACKEL, an arrow 

Taid, toad 7 

Tune, taken 

Tap, a head. Such a quan- 
tity of lint as ſpinſters 
put upon the diſtaff, is 
called a lint tap 

Tape, to uſe anything ſpar- 
ingly 

Tappit-hen, the Scots quart- 
ſtoup 


U 3 
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Tarrow, to refuſe what we Thrawin, ſtern and croſs- 


love, from a croſs hu- 
mour 
Tartan, croſs ſtriped ſtuff 
of various colours, check - 
ered. The Highland 
pla ds 
7% a ittle dram- eup 
Tate, à imall lock of hair, 
or any little quantity of 
wool, cotton, &c. 
Taunt, to mock 
Tawpy, a fooliſh weneh 
Taz, 2 whip or ſcourge 
Ted, to ſcatter, foread 
Tee, a little earth on which 
gameſters at the gouf 
ſet their balls before 
they ſtrike them off 
Teen or tynd, anger, rage, 
ſorrow - | 
Teet, to peep out 
Tine the number of ten 
Tent, attention. Tenty, cau- 
tious ; 
Tharkt. thatch 
Thae, thoſe T7) 
Tharmes, {mall tripes 
Theek, to thatch 
big, to beg or borrow | 
Tbir, theſe 
Thale, to endures ufer 
Thew, thaw 


Thoreleſs, unactive, filly, las | 


Zy, heavy 


Thbrazart, troward, croſs, 


crabbed 


grained 
Threep, or Threap, to aver, 
alledge, urge and affirm 
boldly 
Thrimel, to preſs or ſqueeze 
through with difficulty 
Thud, a blaſt, blow, ftorm, 
or the violent ſound of 
thele.  Cry'd heb at illa 
£ thud, i. e. gave a groan 
at every blow 
Tid, tide or time, proper 
time; as, He took the tid. 
Tift. good order, health 
Tine, to loſe. Tir, loſt 
Tinſel, loſs 
Tip, or Tifpony, ale fold for 
twopence the Scots pint 
Tirie or Tirr, to uncover 2 
houſe 
Titty, ſiſter 
Techer, — dowry 
Tod, a fox 
Teoly, to fight. A fight or 
quarrel 


Tem, empty, ap pplier to 2 


barrel, purſe, houſe, &c. 
It. To empty 

Teſs, tight, neat 
Tofie. warm, pleaſant, half 
tuddled 

To the fere, in being, alive, 
unconſumed 

Tenſe, or Tolle, to rumple, 
teaze 


Uneill 
Ungea 

un] 
Unho, 
ſtra 


h at ilha 
a groan 


proper 
ob the tide 
health 

, loſt 


e fold for 
cots pint 
uncover a 


lowry 

A fight or 
decke ae 
aſant, half 
ing, alive, 


to rumple, 
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Tout, the ſound of a horn Caliſom, unlovely 

or trumpet 
Tow, a rope v 
7 — a year or twelve- 2 1 

mon : 5 U 3 2 proud g 
Treue, hoſe and breeches 

all of a piece 5 
Trig, neat, handſome W 
Trole, exchange - WAD, or Wa, pledge, 
True, to trow, truſt, be- wager, pawn; allo, 

heve | would ; 


Truf, ſteal 

Try/#, a intment 

m_ «+ Turs, truſs 

Twin to part with, or ſe- 
parate from 

T-citch, touch 

T winters ſheep of two years 
old 


Tydie, plump, fat, lucky 


T ynd, vid. Teen 
2, to entice, ſtir up, al- 
ure 


U 


UGG, to deteſt, hate, nau- 
ſeate 

Ugſome, hateful, nauſeous 

Umwbile.the late, or deceaſt 
ſometime ago. Of old 

Uundocht, or wandougbt, a 
filly weak perſon * 4 | 

Uneith, not eaſy 

Ungeard, naked, not clad, 
unharneſſed 

Unko, or une, uncouth, 


ſtrange 


Wa, wandering by itſelf 

ul, moiſt, wet 

Wale, to pick and chuſe 

Malo to move ſwiftly with 

much agitation 

Wally, choſen, beautiful, 

large 5 

Wuame, womb 

Wandought, want of dought, 
impotent 

Wargrace,wickedneſs,want 
of grace 

War, worſe 

Warlech, wizard 

Wat, or Wit, to know 

Waught, a large draught © 

Wean, or wee ane, à child 

Wee, little 

Ween, thought, imagined, 
ſuppoſed 

Weer, to ſtop or oppoſe 


. - Weir, war 
Weird, fate or deſtiny 


Weit, ram : 

Werſs, infipid, wallowiſh, 
wanting ſalt 

Whaut, whip, beat, flog 
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bid, to fly quickly Mod, mad 
bill, 5 Woody, the gallows 
Whilly, to cheat. billy Wordy, worthy | 
whaz a cheat. Www wonderful! ftrange! 
Whindgings whining Wreaths, of ſnow, when 
Whins, furze | heaps of it are blown to- 
Mögt, huſh, Hold your gether by the wind 
| peace | Wee inclining. To wiſeg 
4 Whiſk, to pull out haſtily. to lead, train 
= IWhomilt, turned up Wyſon, the gullet. 
down yu, to blame. Blame 
5 Wight, ſtout, clever, active. | | 
It. A man or perſon y - & Epis 
b Wimpling, a turning back» fr 
þ ward and forward, wind- TAMPH,to bark, or make A 
'Y ing like the meanders of a noiſe like little dogs Adv 
a river Tops hungry, having a on 
{ Win, or won, to reſide, onging deſire for any The 
; | dwell | thing ready Anac 
; 2 Mia, will not - Tautou, yea wilt thou Epig 
| Winnochs, windows Yed, to contend, wrangle Addr 
; Winſom, gaining, deſirable, Yelz, barren, as a cow that of 
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